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OF 


Mr GEORGE FARQUHAR. 


HIS gentleman was deſcended from a family of no 
4- inconliderable rank in the north of Ireland, his ta- 
ther being a clergyman, and, according to fome, Dean 
of Armagh.—Our Author was born at Londonderry, in 
1078, where he received the rudiments of eradition, an 
from whence, as ſoon as he was properly qualified, ha 
was ſent to the Univerſity of Dablia, in 1694.— lie had 
given very early teſtimony of a promiſing genius, and 
diſcover'd even at ten years of age a ſtrong inclination 
for the ſervice of the Muſes.— By the progreis he made 
ia his ſtudics at the Univerſity, hz acquired a confidera- 
ble reputation, but docs not appear to have taken any 
degree there, for the natural livelinzſs and volatility of 
his diſpoſition ſoon render'd him weary of an academic 
life,— The polite entertainments cf the rown more tor— 
eibly attracted his attention, but among them all none 
ſeem'd to fix fo ſtrong a claim on his regards as the thea- 
tre, of which he ſoon found in himſelf a propenſity for 
being not only a ſpectator but a performer. — His intima- 
cy with the celebrated Mr Wilkes might probably ſtrength- 
en that inclination in him, and when that gentleman en- 
gaged himſelf to Mr Aſhbury, the manager of the Dub- 
lin theatre, Mr Farquhar was foon introduced on the 
ſtage through his means.—-1n this ſituation he continued 
nv longer than part of one ſeaſon, nor made any very 
conſtu-rable ſigure. For tho' his perſon was ſufficiently 
in his favour, and that he was poſi:{{:d of the requiſites 
of 4 firong rerentivy memory, a juſt manner of ſpeaking, 
and an ealy end elegant deportment, yet his natural dif- 
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fidence and timidity, or what is uſually termed the Srape- 
Terrer, which he was never able to overcome, added to 
a thin inſufficiency of voice, were ſtrong bars in the way 
of his ſucceſs, more eſpecially in tragedy. However, 
notwithſtanding theſe diſadvantages, it is not improbable, 
as from his amiable private behaviour he was very much 
eſteemed, and had never met with the leaſt repulſe from 
the audience in any of his performances, that he might 
have continved much longer oa the Rage, but for an ac- 
cident which determined him to quit it on a ſudden ; for 
being to play the part of Guyomar io Dryden's Indian 
Emperer, who kills Vaſquez, one of the Spanith gene- 
rals, Mr Farquhar, by tome miſtake, took a real ſword 
inſtead of a foil on the ſtage with him, and in the engage- 
ment v ounded his brother tragedian, who acted Vaſqucz, 
in ſo dangerous a manner, that, although it did nut prove 
morta}, he was a long time before he recovered it; and 
the conſideration of the fatal conſoquences that might 
have enſued, wrought fo ſtrongly on our author's humane 


diſpoſition, that he took up a refolution never to go on 


the age again, or ſubmit himſelf to the poſhbility of 
fuch another. miſtzke, 


Thus did Vir Farquhar quit the ſtage, at a period of 


life when few have even attempted to go on it, for at 
this jundture he could not have been much more than 
ſeventeen years of age, ſince ſome time afterwards, when 
Mr Wilkes, being engaged again to Drury Lane theatre, 
left Dublin, Mr Farquiar accompanied him to London; 


and this event happened no later than in.the ycar 1696, 


at which ume he was but eighteen, —Here his abilities 
and agreeable addreſs met with confiderable encourage- 
ment, and in particular recommended him to the pation- 
age of the Earl of Orrery, who gave him a licutenant's 


commiſſion in his own regiment, then in Ireland, winch. 


ne held ſeveral years, and in his military capacity con- 
itantly behaved without reproach, giving on many occa- 


ſions proofs of great bravery and conduct. 


But theſe were not all the per fections which appeared 
in Mr Farquhar; and Mr Wilkes, who well knew his 
humour and abilities, and was convinced that he would 
make a much more conſpicuous figure as a dramatic wri- 


ter than as a theatrical performer, never ceaſed his ſoli- 


citations 
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citations on that head, till he had prevailed on him to 
undertake a comedy, which he completed and brought on 
the tage in 1699.— This was his Love and a Bottle, a 
comedy which, though written by its author when under 
twenty years of 422, vet contains ſuch a variety of inct- 
dents and character, and ſuch a ſprightlineſs of dialogue, 
as maſt convince us, that even then he had a very conſi- 
dzrable knowledge of the world, and a very clear judg- 
ment of the mannets of mankind; and rhe fuccels of it, 
eren notwithſtanding that Mr Wilkes, the cown's great 
favourite in comedy, had no part in it, was eaval tg its 
deſert — Whether this play made its appearance before 
or after he rectived his common, does not ſeem very 
clear; but it is evident that his military avocations did 
not check his dramatic ralcnts, but on the contrary ra- 
ther improved them, ſince in many of his plays, more e- 
ſpecially in his Recruiting Officer, he has admirably a- 
vailed himſelf of the obſervations of life and character, 
which the army was able ſo amply to ſupply him with. — 
And with ſuch an eaſy pleaſantry, and vet fo fevere a 
critical juſtice, has he ralli:d the foibles, folliss and vis 
ces even of thoſe characters that he might have been ſup» 
poſed the moſt partial ro, that it has been obſerved, if 
he had not been himſelf an Iriſhman and an officer, it 
would have been almoſt impoſhble for him to have avoid- 
ed the reſentm-nts which would probably have fallen on 
him for the liberty he has taken in ſome of his pieces 
with the characters of ſome of the gentlemen of the ar- 
my, as well as with thoſe of a neighbouring kingdom. 
The ſucceſs of his firſt play eftabliſhed his reputation, 
and encouraged him to proceed; and the winter ſeaſon of 
the Jubilee year 1700, gave the public his favourite play 
of the Conflant Couple, in which the gay airy humour 
thrown into the character of Sir Henry Wildair, were fo 
well ſuited to Mr Wilkes's talents, that they gave him 
ſuch an opportunity of exertion, as greatly heightened his 
reputation with the public, and in great meaſure repaired 
thoſe acts of friendthip which he had ever beſtowed on 
Mr Farquhar, — This piece was played fifty-three nights 
in the firſt ſeaſon, and has juſtly continued in high efleem 
ever ſince. The following year produced a ſequel to 
it; which, tho' much the moſt indiffcreat of all his 
* Ay plays- 
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plays, yet met with tolerable ſucceſs, and indeed with 
much better than the comedy of the /nconftant, which 
he gave to the public two years afterwards, v/z. in 1703, 
and which vaſtly excelled it in point of intrinſie merit. — 
But the failure of the laſt mentioned piece was entirely 
owing to the inundation of foreign entertainments ot muſiq, 
ſinging, dancing, Cc. which at that time broke in upon 
the Engliſh tage in a torrent, ſeem'd with a magical in- 
fatuation at once to take poſſeſſion of Britifa taſte, and 
occaſion'd a total neglect of the more valuable and intria- 
ſic productions of our own countrymen, 

In 1703 Capt. Farquhar was married, and according 
to general report to a lady of a very good fortune: but 
in this particular the Captain and the public were both a- 
like miſtaken, for the real fact was, that the lady, who 
really had no fortune at all, had fallen fo violently in love 
with our author, that, determined to have him at any 
rate, and judging perhaps very juſtly, that a gertleman 
of his volatile and diſſipated humour would not eakiiy be 
Grawn into the matrimonial cage, without the bait of tome 
very conſiderable advantage to allure him to it, the con- 
triv'd to have it given out that ſhe was poſſeſs'd of a large 
fortune ; and finding means afterwards io let Mr Farqu- 
har know her attachment to him, the united powers of in- 
tereſt and vanity perfectly got the better of his paſſion 
for liberty, and they were united in the hymeneal bands. 
But how great was his diſappointment, when he found 
all his proſpects overclouded fo early in lite (for he was 
then no more than four and twenty) by a marriage from 
which he had nothing to expect but an annual increaſe of 
family, and an enlargement of expence in conſequence of 
it far beyond what his income would ſupport - Let to 
his immortal honour be it recorded, tho' he found him- 
ſelf thus deceived in a moſt eſſcutial particular, he never 
once was known to upbraid his wife for it, but gene- 
rouſly forgave an imp«ition which love for him alone had 
urg'd her to, and even behaved to her with all the tender- 


neſs and delicacy of the molt indulgent huſband. 


Mrs Farquhar, however, did not very long enjoy the 


happineſs ſhe had purchas'd by this ftratagem, tor the 


circumftances that attended this union, were in ſome 1e- 
tpects, perhaps the means of ſhortening the period che 
Captain's. 
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Captain's life; for finding himſelf conſiderably involved 
in debt, in conſequence of their increaſing family, he was 
induced to make application to a certain noble courtier, 
who had frequently profeſſed the greateſt triendihip for 
him, and given him the ſtrongeſt affurances of intended 
ſervices. — This pretended patron repeated his former de- 
claration, but expreſhag much concern, that he had no- 
thing at preſent immediately in his power, adviſed him to 
convert his commiſſion into money to anſwer his preſent 
occafions, and aſſured him, that in a very thort time, he 
would procure another for him. —Farquhar, who could 
not bear the thoughts of his wife and fami'y being in di- 
ſtreſs. and was therefore ready to lay hold on any expe- 
dient for their relief, followed this piece of advice, and 
fold his commiſſton ; but to his great mortification and 
diſappointment found, on a renewal of his application to 
this inhuman nobl. man, that he had either entirely for- 
gotten, or had never intended to perform, the promiſe 
he had made him. —This diſtracting fruſtration of all his 
hopes, fixed itſelf to ſtrongly on our author's mind, that 
it ſoon brought on him a ſure, tho' not a very ſudden de- 
clenſion of nature, which at length carried him off the 
ſtage of life in the latter end of April 1507, before he 
could well be ſaid to have run half his courſe, being not 
quite thirty years of age when he dicd. 

Notwithitanding the ſeveral diſappoiatments and vex- 
ations which this gentleman met with during his ſhort 
ſtay in this tranſitory world, nothing ſrems to have been 
able to overcome the readineſs of his gcalus, or the eaſy 
good nature of his diſpoſition; for he began and finithed 
his well known comedy of tne Beaux S!ratugemn in about 
ſix weeks, during his laſt illneſs, not +1thitanding that he, 
for great part of the time, was extiemciy {cnſible of the 
approaches of death, and even feretould what actually 
happened, viz. that he ſhould die before the run of it 
was ever, —-Nay ia ſo calm and manly a manner did he 
treat the expectation of that fatal event, as even to be able 
to exerciſe his wonted pleaſantry on the very ſubject.— 
For while his play was in rehearſal, his triend Mr Wilkes, 
who frequently viſited him during his illneſs, obſerving 
to him that Mrs Oldfield thought he had dealt too treely 
wich the character of Mrs Sallcn, in giving her to Archer, 

Without 
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without ſach a proper divorce as miglit be a ſecurity for 
her honour ;—** Oh,” replied the author with his ac- 
cuſtomed vivacity, ** I will, if ſhe pleates, ſalve that im- 
«© mediately. by getting a real divorce, marrying her my- 
« ſelf, and giving her my bond that ſhe fthall be a real 
« widow in leis than a fortnight, but nothing Can gire 
a more perfect idea of that diſpe ſition I have hinted at in 
him, than the very laconic but expreſſise billet which Mr 
Wilkes found after his death, among his papers. directed 
to himſelf, and which, as a curiolity in its kind, I cannot 
refrain from giving to my readers; it was as follows : 
„% Dear Bob, 
% T have not any thing to leave thee to perpetuate my 
* memory, but two helpleſs girls; lock upon them ſome- 
% times, and think of him that was, to the laſt moment 
© of his life, thine, 
GOGO FarQUHAR,” 


Nor would it be doing juſtice to Mr Wilkes's memory 
not to obſerve in this place, that he paid the moſt punc- 
tual regard to the requelit of his dying friend, by ſhewing 
them every act of regard, and when they became fit to be 
put out into the worid, procured a ber<ht for each of 
them for that purpoſe, 

Mr Farquhar's private character may be fully gather'd 
from what has been already ſaid ; yet it may not be im- 
proper to obſerve, that from his behaviour to his wife, 
and his apparent tenderne's towards his ch ildren, he muſt 
have been polte lied of exctllent moral qualities, and dee 
ſerved a much better fate than what he met with. 

As a uriter, the opinions of critics have been qa 
the general Charader Oo * 8 deen given of wo come 


author's enpecta Fey : that _ vas ner larly h 5 apy. in 
the choice of his ſubjects, which he always took care t 


adorn with a preat variety of characters and incidents ; 
that his ſtyle is pure and unaffected, his wit natural and 
flowing, and his plots genetehly well contrived. — Hut 
then, on the contrary, it has been ob ejcAed, that he was 
too haſty in his productions: that his works are looſe, 
though indeed not fo grofsly libertine as thoſe of ſome 
other wits of his time ; that his imagination, though live- 
I ly, 
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ly, was capable of no great compaſs, and his wit, though 
paſſable, not ſuch as would gain ground on conſideration, 
In a word, he ſeems to have been a man of a genius 
rather ſprightly than great, rather flowing than folid ; 
his characters are natural, yet not over ſtrongly mark'd, 
nor peculiarly heightened ; yet, as it is apparent he drew 
his obſervations from thoſe he converſed with, and form- 
ed all his portraits from nature, it is more than probable, 
that if he had lived to have gained a more general knows 
ledge of life, or his circumſtances had not been fo ſtraiten- 
ed as to prevent his mingling with perſons of rank, we 
might have ſeen his pla,s embelliſhed with more finiſh2d 
characters, and adorned with a more poliſhed dialogue. 
On the whole, however, his pieces are very entertain- 
ing, and almoſt all of them, after near threeſcore years 
have paſſed over them, are ſtill ſome of the greateſt fa- 
vourites of the public.—-His T uin Rivals has been con- 
fider'd by the critics as his moſt perfect, regular, and fi- 
niſh'd play, yet it is far from ſtanding in the ſame rank 
of preterence with the audience; which is one inſtance 
among many that ſerve to evince, that the art of pleaſing 
in dramatic writings, and more eſpecially in comedy, fre- 
quently depends on a certain happineſs, which cannot be 


reduc'd within the limits of any didactie rules of critical 
inveſtigation. 
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Spoken by Mr Witxes. 


IWHEMN firife diſturbe, or Heth corrupts an age, 
Keen ſatire is the buſineſs of the flage. 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he [2/h'd thoſe crimes 
Which then infeſted myſt the mediſh times: 
But now when faction fleeps, and ſloth is fied, 
And all our youth in active fields are bred; | 
When thro" Great Britain's fair exten/rue round, 
The trumps of fame the notes of Union ſcund : 
When Anna's ſceptre points the laws their courſe, 
And her example gives her precepts force ; 
There ſcarce is rom for ſatire ; all our lays 
Muft be, or ſongs of triumph, er of praiſe. 
But as in grounds beſt cultivated, tares 
And poppies riſe among the golden ears ; 
Our product fo, fit for the field or ſch:el, 
Muſt mix with nature's ſavgurite plant—a feel. 
A weed that has to twenty ſummers ran, 
Shoots up in ſtalk, and vegitates to man. 
Simpling our author goes from field to field, 
And culls ſuch fools as may diverſion yield : 
And, thanks to nature, there's no want cf thoſe, 
For rain or ſhine, the thriving coxcomb grows, 
Follies te night wwe ſhew neer laſh'd before, 
Tet ſuch as nature ſhews you ev'ry hour ; 
Nor can the picture give a juſt offence, 
For fools ars made for jeſts to men of ſenſe. 


B 2 Dramatis 


Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


2 - Two Gentlemen of broken furtunes, 
SULLEN, a country blockhead, 

FREEMAN, a gentleman from London. 

Fo.carD, a French prieſt, 

G13BB: r, a highwayman, 

Howns Low and BAGSsHcr, his companions, 
Boxt:FACE, landlord of the inn. 

ScruB, ſervant to Mr Sullen, 


Lady BovnT1Fur., an old, civil, country gentlewomas, 


that cures all diſtempers, 
Dos ix DA, Lady Boumitul's daughter, 
Mrs SuLLEN, ber daughter-in law. 
Sirs zy, maid to the ladies. 
Cutany, Boriface's daughter. 


SCENE, LITCHFIELD. 


THE 
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1 SCANS: 
An Inn. 


Enter BoxX1FACE running. | Bar-bell ringt. 


Box:*ACE. 


HAMBERLAIN, maid, Cherry, daughter Cherry; 
( all aſleep ? all dead? 


Enter CHEr&yY, running. 


Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl ſo, father ? D'ye 


think we have no ears ? 
Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young minx: 
the company of the Warrington coach has ſtood 1n the 


hall this hour, and no body to ſuew them to their cham- 
bers. 


Cher. And let 'em wait, father; there's neither red- 
coat in the coach, nor foutman behind it. 

Bon. tut they threaten to go to another inn to-night, 
Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman ſhou'd 
overturn them to-morrow. | Ringing. ] Coming, coming: 

here's the London coach arriv'd. : 


Enter ſeveral people with trunks, land- boxes, with other 
luggage, and creſs the ſtage. 


Bon. Welcome, ladies. 
Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen. 


Chamberlain, 


ſuew the Lyon and the Role, L Exit with the company. 


Enter AimELL in a riding habit, ARCHER as ſootman 
car mim a portmanteau. 


Bon. This way, this wiy, gentlemen. 


Aim. Set down th: things; go to the ſteble, and ſee 
my hol ſes well rubo'Q, 


B 3. W. 
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Arch. I \t all, Sir, FExit. 

Aim, You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir I'm old Will Boviface, pretty well 
known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. Oh! Mr Boniface, your ſervant. 

Bon. O! Sir What will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 

Aim. 1 have heard your town of Litchfield much fam'd 
for ale; I think I'll taſte that. 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the beſt 
ale in Staffordſhire ; tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as milk, 
clear as amber, and ſtrong as brandy, and will be juſt 
fourteen years old the fifth day of next March, old ſtyle. 

Aim. You're very exact, ! ind, in the age of your ale. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the age of my chile. 
dren : I'll ſhew you ſuch ale Here, tapſter, broach 
number 1706, as the ſaying is. Sir, you ſhall taſte 
my ann? Ae I have liv'd in Luchfield, man and 
boy, above eight-ard-fifry years, and, I believe, have not 
conſumed eight and-fifty ources of meat. 

Aim, At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
ſenſe by your bulk. 

Ben. Not in my life, Sir: I have fed purely upon ale; 
I have ate my ale, drank my ale, and I always ſlept upon 
ale. 


Euter TarsTFEk with A tarnkard,. 


Now, Sir, you ſhall fee [ fling it cut.] Your Worſhip's 
health: Ha! delicious. delicious I tancy it Burgundy, 
only fancy it. and 'tis worth ten ſhillings a quart. 

Aim. LEO ] *Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Bon. Strong | It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 
ſtrong, that drink it? 
| im. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this ale, land- 
ord ? 

Ben. Eight-and- fifty years, upon my credit, Sir; but 
it kill'd my wife, poor woman! as the laying | is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs ? 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural cout ſe, Sir : ſhe was for quahiſying 
it every now nd then with a dream, as the ſaying is; and 
an honeſt gentleman that came this way from Ireland, 

mace 
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made her a preſent of a dozen bottles of uſquebaugh— 
but the poor woman was never well after : but, however, 
I was obliged to the gentleman, you know 

Aim. Why, was it the uiquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid fo he, good lady, 
did what could be done ; the cur'd her of three tympa- 
nies, but the fourth carried her off ; but ſhe's happy, and 
I'm contented, as the ſaying is, 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful you mention'd ? 

Bn. Ods my life, Sir, we'll drink her health [ drinks.) 
My Lady Bountiful is on2 of the beſt of women: her laft 
huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her worth a thou- 
ſand pound a year; and, | believe, ſhe lays out one half 
on't in charitable uſes for the good of her neighbours ; 
ſhe cures rheumatiſms, ruptures, and broken ſhins in men; 
green ſickneſs, obſtructions, and fits of the mother in 
women; the king's evil, chincough, and chilblains in 
children: in ſhort, ſhe has cured more pcople in and a- 
bout Litchfield with-n ten years, than the doctors have 
kill'd in twenty, and that's a bold word. 

Aim. Has the lady been any other way uſeful in her 
generation ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt woman in all our country, and the greateſt fortune; 
ſhe has a ſn tov, by her firſt huſband, Squire Sullen 
who married a fine lady from London r other day; if 
you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim. What fort of a man is he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the man's well enough ; fays little 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all. faith: but he's a 
man of great eſtate, and values no body. 

Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure ; he plays at 
whiſt, and ſmokes his pipe eight-and-forty hours toge- 
ther ſometimes, | 

Aim, A fine ſportſman, truly! and married, you ſay ? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, »ir. Zut he's 
He wants it here, Sir. [Pointing te lis forehead. 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs; he's my landlord, 
and fo a man, ou know, wou'd not Bat, i-cod, he's 
Vo better than 


4 


Sir, my humble ſervice to vou. 
[ Drinks. |] 
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[ Drinks.) Tho' 1 value not a farthing what he can do 
to me; I pay him his rent at quaiter day; I have a good 
running trade; I have but one daughter, and I can give 
her But no matter for that. 

Aim. Yeu're very happy, Mr Boniface; pray, what 
sther company have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have the 
French officers. 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe- 
gentlemen: Pray, how do you like their company ? 

Bon. So well, as ihe ſaying is, that I cou'd with we 
had as many more of em; they're full of money, and 
pay double tor every thing they have; they know, 5ir, 
that we paid good round raxes for the taking of 'em, and 


ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little: one of em 
lodges in my — 


Enter Axcu kt. 


Arch. Landlord, there ate ſome French gentlemen be- 
low that aſk for you. 
Bon. I'il wan on 'em. Does your mzſter ſtay- 


long in town, as the ſaying is? [ To Archer. 
Arch. 1 can't tell, as the ſaying is, 


Bon. Come from London ? 

Arch. No. | 

Bon Going to London, mayhap ? 

Arch. No 

Bon An odd fellow this! | Bar-bell rings. J I beg 
your worſhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a minute. 

| [ Exit. 

Now, my dear 


Aim. The coaſt's clear, I ſee. 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. 

Aim, Iniquity ! prithee leave canting; you need not 
change your ſtyle with your dreſs. 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for 'tis ſtill my 
maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any crime 
ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men mult not be poor; idleneſs 
is the root of all evil; the world's wide enough, let em 
buſtſe: Fo tune has taken the weak under her protection, 
but men of ſenſe ate left to their induſtry, 


Ain. 
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Aint. Upon which topic we proceed, and, I think 
leckily hicherto. Would not any man {wear now that I 
am a man of quality, and you my fervant, when, if our 
intrinſic value were known —— —— 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intrinſic valae, 
who can ftrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, whoſe 
worth is independent of accidents in life, or revolutions 
in government: we have heads to get money, ard hearts to 
ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our hearts, I grant ye, they are as willing 
tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can have no 
great opinion of our heads from the ſervice they have 
done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought us from 
London hither to Litchncld, made me a lord, and you 
my ſervant. 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect already.— 
But what money have we left? 

Aim. But two hundred pounds. 

Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, &c. Why, we 
have very good fortunes now for moderate people; and 
let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds, with the 
experience that we are now maſters of, 18 a better eſtate 
than the ten thouſand we have ſpent, Our friends, 
indeed, began to ſuſpe& that our pockets were low; but 
we came of with flying colours, ſhewed no ſigns of want 
either in word or deed. 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I war- 
rant you, our friends imagine, that we are gone a volun- 
teering. 

Arch. Why, faith, if this project fails, it muſt e'en 
tome to that. I am for venturing one of the hundreds, if 
you will, upon this knight-errantry; but in caſe it 
ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 
counterſcarp, where we may die, as we liv'd, in a blaze. 

Aim. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money: 
we have had our pennyworths; and had | millions I 
would go to the ſame market again. O London, London! 
Well, we haye had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : 


paſt 
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paſt pleaſures, for ought I know, ate beſt ; ſuch we are 
ſure of : thoſe to come may diſappoint us. But you coms 
mand for the day :—at Nottingham, you know, I am to 
be maſter. 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I agaio. 

Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt ſtage ; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 
for Holland, bid adicu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 

Aim, A match ! 


Enter BOoxXIiFACE. 


Aim. Mum. 

Bon. What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for ſupper ? 

Aim. What have you got? 

B.n. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the pot, 
and a pig at the fire. | 

Aim. Good ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs. Il can't 
eat beef, landlord. 

Arch. And | hate pig. 

Aim. Hold your prating, firrah ! Do you know who 
you are ? [ Afide. 

Ben. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have every 
thing in the houſe. 

Aim. Have you any veal ? 

Ben. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 
Wedneſday laſt. 

Aim. Have you got any fiſh, or wildfow! ? 

Ben. As for fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland town, 
and indifferenely. provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for wildfowl !—we have a delicate couple 
of rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the rabbets fricaſied. 

Bon Fricaſied! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with onions, 

Arch. Pſhaw ! rot your onions ! 

Aim. Again, firrah ! Well, landlord, what you 
pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, and 
your houſe is ſo full of ſtrangers, that | belicve it may be 
ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this fellow of 
mine geis drunk, he minds gothiog. — Here, firrah, 
teach me the ſtrong box. 


Arch. 
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Arch. Yes, Sir. This will give us reputation. 
7 [ 1fide. Brings the box. 

Aim. Here, landlord, the locks are ſcaled down, both 
for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat above 
two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'll count them to 
you after ſupper : but be fure you lay it where I may 
have it at a minute's warning ; for my affairs are a little 
dubious at preſent; perhaps I may be gone in half an 
hour ; perhaps I may be your gueſt till the belt part of 
that be ſpent; and pray order your hoſtler to keep my 
horſes ready faddled + but one thing above the reſt | muſt 
beg, that you would let this fellow have none of your 
Anno Domini, as you call it; — for he's the moſt inſuffer- 
able for — Here, Gre, light me to my chamber. 

Arch. Yes, Sir. Exit. lighted by Archer. 

Bon. Cherry, daughter Cherry. 


19 


Enter CHERRY. 


Cher. D'ye call, father ? 

Bon. Ay, child. you muſt lay by this box for the 
gentleman, 'tis full of money, 

Cher. Money! all that money! why ſure, father, 


the gentleman comes ro be choſen parliament man, 
Who is he ? 


Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks of 
keeping his horſes read, {adiied, and of going perhaps 
at a minute's warning, or ot ftayi:g, perhaps, till the beſt 


part of this be ſpent, 


Cher. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. 

Bon. A highwayman ! upon my life, girl, you have 
hit it, and this box is ſome new puichas'd booty. 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the money were ours. 

Cher. te don't belong to our gang. 

Ben. What horſes have they? 

Cher, The maſter rides upon a black. 


Bon. A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare; and ſince he don't belong to our fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe conlcience : ] don't think it 
lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. Lock ye, 
child, as the laying is, we muſt go cunniogly to work ; 
proofs we mult have; the gentleman's ſeryart loves diiuk, 

I'll 


i 


1 — — 
1 # ” - 1 - ib ö * 5 
py —— 23 . 3 * * * 7 5 , as hb . m_ 2 bo h GERT > 2 => * 3 8 * . 
p l * 5 n : r 2 5 * - — — , „ . : * 1 
N 2 * * — 
p 4 WR. * E 2 n » > a 2 a 
. 


TI _ 5 ws. Ab RR. 35 2 - : 
- * . DSS 8 4 l 


Ir 
PI Ons * 
os 7 Gy 


Wr . 
7 * 
. 


4 


4%. 
. 
Th 
4 
0 1 


20 The BEAUX STRATA GEM. Ad J. 


I'll ply him that way; and ten to one he loves a wench, 
you muit work him other way. 

Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret for 
his ? 

Bon. Conſider, child, there's two hundred pounds to 
boot. {[ Ringing ih. Coming, coming.—— Child, 


mind your bufineſs. [ Exit. Bon. 
Cher. What a rogue is my father ? My father! I 


deny it, My mother was a good, generous, free- 
hearted woman, and I can't tell how far her good nature 
might have extended for the good of her children, This 
landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no more, 
would betray his gueſt, and debauch his daughter into 
the bargain, — by a tootman too 


Enter Aschen. 


Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the ſubject of your contemplation ? 

Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'll be but little the 
better for't, 

Arch. J hope ſo, for I'm ſure you did not think of me. 

Cher Suppole I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
minute I came in, I was conlidering in what mander [ 
ſhould make love to you. 

Cher Love to me, friend? 

Arch. Yes, child. 

Cher, Child! Manners; if you kept a little more di- 
ſtance, friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diltance ! good night, faucebox. [Ging 

Cher. A pretty feiſow; | like his pride. —— Sir, pray, 
Sir; you ſee, vir, [Archer returns. ] | have the credit 
io be iotruſte with your maſler's tortune here, which 
ſets me a degree above his footman; I hope, Sir, you 
a'n't affronted. : 

Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and I'lI tell 
you whether you can affront me or 0. — Sdeath, child, 


you have a pair of delicate eyes, and you don't Kaow 
what to do with 'em, 


Cher. Why, Sir, don't I fee every body? 
Arch. Ay, but if ſeme women had 'em, they wou'd 
Kill every body.—Prithee inftrudt me; | wou'd fan make 
I love 
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love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 

Cher, W hy, did you never make love to any body be- 
fore? 

Arch, Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſſure 
you, Madam; my addreſſes always have been contined to 
perſons within my own ſphere; I never aſpir'd ſo high 


before. 


ARCHER ſings. 


But you lost ſo bright, 

And are dreſs'd ſo tight, 

That a man wyu'd favear you're right, 
As arm was &er laid ever. 


Such an air 
You freely wear 
To enſnare, 

As makes each gueſt a lover: 


Since then, my dear, I'm your gur, 
 Prithee give of the beſt 
Of what ts ready dreſt. 
Since then, my dear, &c. 


Cher. What can I think of this man? [ Zide.] Will 
you give me that ſong, Sir? 
Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. [ Aifes her.] 
Death and fire ! her lips are honey-combs. 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees too, 
to have ſtung you for your impudence. 

Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the buſigeſs much better. | 

Cher, This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [ {/de. 
What's your name, Sir? 

Arch, Name ! I'gad I have forgot it. L. e.] Oh! 
Martin. | 
Cher, Where were you born ? 
Arch. In St Martin's pariſh. 
Cher, What was your father ? 
Arch, Of —of—S$t Martin's parith, 
Cher, Then, friend, good night. 
Arch. J hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
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Arch. Upon what? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 

Arch. That you're very handſome, 

Cher. That you're a iovotman, 

Arch, That you're an angel, 

Cher, I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my hand, 

Arch. Give me a kiſs. [ Kiſſes her. 

[ Boniface ca/ls avithout, Cherry ! Cherry! 

Cler. I'm My father calls ; you plaguy devil, how 
durſt you ſtop my breath ſo !—Offer to follow me one 
ſep, if you dare. 

arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a pretty 
fair opening of an adventure; but we are knights-errant, 
and ſo Fortune be our guide. [ Exit, 


12H. SCENE I. 
A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's horſe. 


Drs SULLEX and DorinDaA meeting, 


DorinDA. 


Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for church this 
morning ? 

Mrs Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form of pray 
er in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands, | 

Der. But there's a form of law at Doctor's Com- 
mons; and I ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you 
thus continually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to ap- 
ply to that; for beſides the part that I bear in your rex- 
atious broils, às being ſiſter to the huſband, and friend 
to the wite, your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion 
of maniimory, that 1 ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon 
to a long vacation all ns life. But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
that vou Frought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can you 
nrpc againſt your huſband ? My brother is, fuſt, the 
moſt conftant min als e. 

ul. Th molt conſtant huſband, I grant * 

. 
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Dar. He never ſleeps from you. 

Mrs Sul. No, he always fleeps with me. 

Der. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. 

Mrs Sal. A maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs my 
benc factors, for meat, drink, and clothes? As I take 
it, Madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand pounds, 
out of which I might expect ſome pretty things call'd 
pleaſures. 

Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the country 
affords. 

Mrs Sul. Country pleaſures ! racks and torments ! 
Doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping 
of ditches, and clambring over ſliles; or that my patents, 
wiſely foreſeeing my future happineſs in country plea— 
fures, had early inſtructed me ia rural accompliſhments 
of drinking fat ale, playirg at whiſt, and ſmoaking to- 
bacco with my huſband; or of ſpreading of plaiiters, 
brewing of diet drinks, and 'itilling roſemary-water, 
with the good old gentlewoman my mother-in-law ? 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more ia our 
power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our en- 
tertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte a 
little leſs refin'd : but pray, Madam, how came the 
poets and philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting 
after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life ? 

Mrs Sul. Becaute they wanted money, child, to find 
out the pleaſures of the town: did you ever hear of a 
poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand pounds ? if you 
can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'll lay you fifty pounds you'll 
find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. Not that I 
diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets have painted 
them in their landſcapes; every Phillis has her Corydon ; 
every murmuring ſtream, and cvery flow'ry mcad, gives 
freſh alarms to love.—Beſides, you'll find that their 
couples were never marry'd. - But yonder I ſee my Co- 
rydon, and a ſweet ſwain it is, Heaven knows Come, 
Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my huſband, and your 
brother, and between both is he not a ſad brute ? 


Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 


you're the beſt judge. 


C 2 irs, 
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Mrs Sul. O ſiſter, fiſter ! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent ſor, one that's always muſing, but ne- 
ver thinks, There's ſome diverſion in a talkin 
blockhead ; and ſince a woman muſt wear chains, I wou'd 
have the pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. Now 
you ſhall ſee ; but take this by the way, he came home 
this morning at his uſual hour of four, waken'd me out 
of a ſweet dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the tea-table, which he broke all to pieces; after his 
man and he has roll'd about the room, like ſick paſ. 
fengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce into bed, dead as a 
ſalmon into a fiſhmonger's baſket ; his feet cold as ice, 
his breath hot as a furnace, and his hands and his face 
as greaſy as his flannel night cap. Oh matrimony ! 
matrimony !—— He toſſes up the clothes with a barba- 
rous ſwing over his ſhoulders, diſorders the whole œco- 
nomy of my bed, leaves me half naked, and my whole 
night's comfort is the tuneable ſerenade of that wakeful 
nightingale his noſe. O the pleaſure of counting the 
melancholy clock by a ſnoring. huſband ! But now, 
ſiſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being a well-bred - 
man, he will beg my pardon, 


Entry SULLEN. 


Sal. My head aches conſumedly. 

Mrs Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink tes 
with us this morning; it may do your head good, 

Sl. No. 

Dor. Coffee, brother ? 

Sal. Pihaw ! 

Mrs Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church 
with me ? the air may help you. 

Sul, Scrub! 


Enter Scxus. 


Scrub. Sir! 

Sul, What day o' th' week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Sul. Sunday! brivg me a dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the veniſon-paſty, ard a tankard of ſtrong beer upon 
the hall-table, I'll go to breakfaſt, [ Going- 

Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you 

were 
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were very naughty laſt night, and muſt make your wife 
reparation : ccme, come, brother, won't you ale par- 


don? 


Sul. For what? 7. 

Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 7 8 
Sul. I can afford it, can't 1? r 

Mrs Sul. But I can't, Sir. Rs « 


Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to 
be borne, 

Sul. I'm glad on't. | 

Mr, Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? 

Sul. Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir! 

Sal. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [ Exit. 

Ars Sul. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turu 
the edge of your razor. [Exit Scrub.) Iaveterate ſtupi- 
dity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen 
as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter ! 1 ſhall never ha' good of the 
beaſt, till I get him to town ; London, dear London! is 
the place for managing and breaking a huſband. 

Dor. Aud has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife ? 

Mrs Sul. No, no, child; 'tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man wou'd enſlave his 
wife, he hurties her into the country; and when a lady 
would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe Whecdles her 
booby up to town,—— A man dare not play the tyrant 
in London, becauſe there are ſo many examples to en- 
courage the ſubject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a 
fine woman may do any thing in London: o' my con- 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty thouſand men. 

Dor I fancy, ſuter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchfield ; you have drawn 
the French Count to your colours already, 

Mrs Sul. The Fiench are a people that can't live 
without their pallantries, 

Dor. Aad ſome Englith that 1 know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements, 

M Sul, Well, fitter, fince the truth mv out, i, 
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may do as well now as hereafter; I think one way to 
rouje my lethargic, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a ti- 
val; ſecurity begets negligeace in all people, and men 
mu!t be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: women 
are like pictures, of no value in the hands of a fool, till 
he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the purchaſe, 

Dor. This might do, ſiſter, if my brother's under. 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for you; bur, 
I believe, there's a natural averſion of his ſide; and 1 
fancy, ſiſter, that you don't come much behind him, if 
you dealt fairly. 

Mrs Sul. I own it; we are united contradictions, fire 
and water. But I cou'd be contented, with a great ma- 
ny other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, and 
give the world an appearance of living well with my hu- 
band, cou'd I bring him but to diſlemble a little kind» 
neſs, to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, ſiſter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your huſband by this artifice to a counterfeit 
kindneſs, he thould awake in a real fury ? 

Mrs Sul. Let him: It 1 can't emtice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other 

Dar. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 

Me. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dr. What, againſt my own brother? 

Ar, Sul. He's but half a brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend: if I go a ſlep beyond the bounds of honour, 
leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along with 
me ia every thing. The Count is to dine here to-day. 

Der. * Tis a ftrange thing, filter, that I can't like that 


man. 


Mrs Saul. You like nothing: your time is not come: 
tore and death have their fatalitics, and ſtrike home one 
time or other: — you'll pay for all one day, I warrant 
5e. — But come, my lady's tea is ready, and 'tis almoſt 
church time. [ Execute. 


SCENE; The Inn. 
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Arch. The landlord is ſo blind as to think fo ; but L 
dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins, 

Aims Why doit think fo ? 

Arch. Becauſe the baggage has a pert je ne ſpat guoy ;; 
ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled with va— 

urs. 

Aim. By which diſcoveries I gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the lady gives herſelf airs, for- 
ſooth, nothing under a gentleman, 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one word more o' that, and I'll declare 
myſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe ; look 
ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere, 

Aim, Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
maſter. 

Arch. In the uſual forms, good Sir, after I have fery'd 
myſelf. But to our buſfineſs— You are ſo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make ſo handſome a figure, that I fancy you 
may do execution in a country church; the exterior part 
ſtrikes firtt, and you're in the right to make that impreſ- 
fion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to ad- 
vantage: the appearance of a ftranger in a country church, 
draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar; no ſooner he 
comes into the cathedral, but a train of whiſpers runs 
buzzing round the congregation in a moment - Who is 
he? Whence comes he? Do you know him? Then 
I, Sir, tips me the verger half a crown; he pockets the ſi- 
mony, and inducts me into the beſt pew in the church; [ 
pull out my ſnuff-box, turn myſelf round, bow to the bi- 
ſhop, or the dean, if he be the commanding officer. ſingle 
out a beauty, rivet both my eyes to hers, fet my noſe a 
bleeding by the ſtrength of imagination, and ſhew the 
whole church my concern, by my endeavouring to hide it : 
after the ſermon, the whole town gives me to her for a 
lover, and by perſuading the lady that T am dying for 
her, the tables are turned, and (hz in good earneſt falls 
in love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a pre- 
cedent; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a beauty, 

try 
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try to fix em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at pre- 
ſent. | 

Aim, Pſhaw ! no woman can be a beauty without a 
fortune. Let me alone for a markſman. 

Arch, Tom 

Aim. Ay! 

Arch. When were you at church before, pray? 

Aim. Um—1 was there at the coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a bleſhog by going to 
church now ? 

Aim, Bleſſing ! nay, Frank, I aſſe but for a wife. [ Exe. 

Arch. Truly the man is got very unreaſonable in his 
demands, [Exit at the oppoſite door. 


Enter BoxiFACE and Cutray. 


Bon. Well, daughter, as the faying is, have you. 
brought Martin to confeſs ? 

Cher. Pray, father, don't put me upon getting any thing 
out of a man; l'm but young, you know, father, and 
don't underſtand wheedling. 

Ben. Young! why, you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that 1s not young ? Your mother was: 
uſeleſs at five and twerty. Would you make your mo- 
ther a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? I tell. 
you, his fil-nce confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends his 
money ſo freely, and is ſo mach a gentleman every man- 
ner of way, that he muſt be a highwayman. 


Enter GiBBET I a cla. 


Ci. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear? 

Bon. O Mr Gibbet, what's the news? | 
Ci. No matter, aſk no quzſtions, all's fair and ho- 
nourable; here, my- dear Cheriy, [Gives her a bag. 
two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever®hang'd or 
ſar'd a rogue; lay em by with the reſt ; and here—three 
wedding—or mourning riags; 'tis much the ſame you 
know. Here, two lilver hilted ſwords; I took thoſe 
from fellows that never ſhew any part of their ſwords: 
but the hilts: here is a diamond necklace which the lady 
hid in the privateſt place in the co.ch, but i found it out: 
this gold watch I took from a pawobroker's wife, it 2 
| att 
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Jeft in her hands by a perſon of quality, there's the arms 
upon the caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the money from ? 

Gib. Ah, poor woman! I pitied her; from a poor 
lady juſt eloped from her huſband ; ſhe had made up her 
cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe could 
drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barbarous uſage, and 
ſo faith I left her half a crown, But I had almoſt for- 
got, my dear Cherry, I have a preſent for you. 

Cher, What 1s't ? 

Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of a 
lady's under petticoat pocket. 

Cher. What, Mr Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 

Cib. Why, you jade, your bctters do; I'm ſure the 
lady that I took it from had a corone: upon her hand- 
kerchief. Here, take my cloak, and go ſecure the 

remiſſes. 

Cher. I will ſecure 'em. [ Exit. 

Bon. But hark'ee, where's Hounſlow and Bagſhot ? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other gentlemen o' the pad 
vn this road ? 

Gib. No. 

Bon. | fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
juſt now. 

Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak em? 

Bon. Why, the one 1s gone to church. 

Gib. To church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs. 

Von. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber; 
he pretends to be a ſervant to the other; we'll call him 
out, and pump him a little. 

Gib, With all my heart. 

Ban. Mr Martin! Mr Martin! 


Enter Axchx, combing a periwvig, and finging. 

Gib. The roads are conſumed deep; I'm as dirty as 
Old Brentford at Chriſtmas.— 4 good pretty fellow 
that ; whoſe ſervant are you, friend ! 

Arch. My maſter's, 

Gib. Really. 

Arch, Really. 
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Cid. That's much. — The fellow has been at the bar 
by his evaſions. But pray, Sir, what is your maſter's 
name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall.—{ Sings, and combs the periwig.) 
This is the moſt obſtinate curl 
Gib. I aſk you his name? 

Arch. Name, Sir — Tall, all, dall 
him his name in my life. — Tall, all, dall. 

Bin, What think you now ? 

Gib, Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before 
a judge. — But pray, friend, which way does your ma- 
ſter travel ? 

Arch. A horſehack, 

Gib, Very well again; an old offender. —Right— 
But I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir. —Tail, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr Martin, you're very arch. 
"This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your company, that's all. Come, 
Captain, you'll ſtay to-night, I fuppole ; I'll ſhew you a 
chamber. Come, Captain. 

Cib. Farewell, friend [ Exeunt. 

Arch. Captain, your ſervant. —Captain ! a pretty 
fellow ! *Sdeath, I wonder that the officers of the army 
don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but their 
own. 


I never 4 


Enter CHERR . 


Cher, Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not 
liſten ; I wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me [L. de.] 
Mr Martin, who was that man with my father? 

Arch. Some recruiting ſerjeant, or whipp'd-out troop- 
er, I ſuppoſe. 

Cher. All's ſafe, I find. F Afide. 

Arch, Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the ca- 
techize I taught you laſt night? 

Cher. Come, queſtion me, 

Arch, What is Ive ? 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know not 
how, and goes I Know not when. 

Arche 
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Arch. Very well; an apt ſcholar. [uc ber under 
the chin.) Where does love enter? 

Cher. Into the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the objects of that paſſion? 

Cher. Youth, beauty, and clean linen. 

Arch, The reaſon ? 

Cher. The tuo = are faſhionable in nature, and the 
third at court. 

Arch. That's my dear. What are the ſigns and to- 
kens of that paſſion? 

Cher. A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
improbable, deligns impoſlible, and actions impracti- 
cable. 

Arch. That's my good child; kiſs me. 
muſt a lover do to obtain his miltreſs ? 

Cher, He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the footman that 0 at hm !——He muſt, he 
muſt 

Arch. Nay, child, I maſt whip you if you don't mind 
your leſſon ; he mutt treat his 

Cler. O, ay! He muſt treat bis enemies with reſpect, 
his friends with indifference, and all the world with con- 
tempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more: he muſt 
deſire much, and hope little; in mort, he muit embrace 
his ruin, and throw himfelt awav 

Arch. Had ever man ſo hops ful a pupil as mine? Come, 
my dear, why is love call'd a riddle ? 

Cher. Becauſe, being blind, he leacs thoſe that ſee ; and 
though a child, he governs a man. 

Arch, Mighty uch. — Ard why is love pitur'd blind? 

Cher, Becauſe the Painters, out of their weaknets, or 
privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes they cculd 
not draw. 

Arch That's my little dear ſcholar, kiſs me again.— 
And why ſhould love that's a child, govern a man? 

Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 

Arch. And fo ends love's catechiſm. And now, my 
Gear, we'll go in, and make my maſter's bed. 


What 


Cher, 
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(Cher. Hold, hold, Mr Martin——you have taken a 
great deal of pains to inſtrud me, and what d'ye think I 
have learn'd by it ? 

Arch. What? 

Cher. That your diſcourſe and your habit are contra- 
ditions, and it would be nonſenſe in me to belicve you a 
footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho' I was born to ſervitude, 4 
hate it On your condition, {wear you love me, and 
then 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's bed? : 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gentle- 
man, my education was liberal; but I went ro London a 
younger brother, fell into the hands of ſharpers, who 
ftripp'd me of my money, my friends diſown'd me, and 
now my neceſſity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher, Then take my hand promiſe to marry me 
before you ſleep, and I'll make you maſter of two thou» 
ſand pounds. 

Arch. How ! 

Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this minute in 
my own cuſtody ; fo throw cff your livery this inſtant, 
and I']] po find a . 

Arch. What ſaid you ? a parſon! 
Cher. What! do you ſcruple ? 
Arch. Scruple! No, no, but two thouſand pounds 


you ſay ? 
Cher. Ard better. 
Arch. *Sdeath, what fü. 1 I &* Bur hark'ee 


child, what nced you make me maſter of yourſelf and 
money, when you may have the {ame pleaſure out of nie, 
and {till keep your foi tune in your own hands? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me? 
Arch. IL wouid marry you, but 
Cher. O iveect Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, you're 
fairly caught : vou'd vou perſuade me that any 85 utle- 
man who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a livery, wou'd 
rctuſe two thouſand pounds, Jet the condition be what it 
wou'd ?—no, no, Sir—but I hope you'l] pardon the 
1 freedom 


d 
it 
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freedom I have taken, ſince it was only to inform myſelf 
of the reſpect that I ought to pay you. [ Goinga 
Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter fold, hold! and have 
you actually two thouſand pounds? 
Cher. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you—when you 
leaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and be 
aſſar'd that I have diſcoveries that will match yours, bz 
they what they will. —[n the mean while, be fatistied that 
no diſcovery I make (hall ever hurt you, but beware of 
my father- [ Exit, 
Arch. S0o—w.'re like to have as many adventures in 
our inn as Don Quixote had in his Let m: ſee 
two thouland pound! if the wench wou'd promiſe to die 
when the money were ſpear, r'gad, one wou'd marry her; 
but the fortune may go off in 4 y-ar or two, and the wife 
may live Lord knows how long! Then an innkeeper's 
daughter; ay, that's the devil there my pride brings 
me off. 
For whatſoe'er the ſages charge on pride, 
The angels fall, and twenty faults befide, 
On earth, I'm jure, *mong us »f mortal calling, 
Pride ſaves man oft, and womaa tov from falling. 
; | [ Exit. 


ACT Ib SCENE-L 
Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs SULLEN and DorinDA, 


Mrs SULLEN. 


A, ha, ha! my dear ſiſter, let me embrace thee: 

now we are friends indeed; for [ ſhall have a ſe- 

cret of yours, as a pledge for mine now you'll be 

good for ſomething, I ſhall have you converſible in the ſub- 

J & of the lex. 

Dor. Zut do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall in 
love with a fellow at firſt ſight ? 

- Mrs Sul. Pihaw ! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 

we be as free in our friendihips as the men? I warrant 

you, the gentleman has got to his confident already, has 

avow'd 


| 
| 
| 
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arow'd his paſſion, toaſted your health, call'd you ten 
thouſand angels, has run over your lips, eyes, neck, ſhape, 
air, and every thing, in a deicription that warms their 
mir th to a ſecond enjoyment, 

Der. Your hand litter; I a'n't well. 

M Sul, So—ſhe's breeding already—Come, child, 
up with it—hem a Intle—fo—row tell me, don't you 
like the gentleman that we ſaw at church juſt now? 

Der. The man's well enough. 

Mrs Sal. Well enough! Is he nat a demi-god, a 
narciſſus, a ſtar, the maa i the moon? | 

Dar. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs Sul, Shall I, fend to your mother, child, for a 
little of her cephalic plaifter to put to the ſoles of your 
feet ? or ſha!l I ſend to the gentleman for ſomething for 
you !—— Come, unboſom yourſelf the man is perfect- 
Iy a pretty fellow; I ſaw him when he firſt came into 
church. 

Der. I faw him too, ſiſter, and with an air that ſhone, 
methought, like rays about his perſon, 

Mr. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to ſet him 
off, no ſtudied locks, nor artful poſture—but nature did 
it all 

Mrs Sul. Better and better 
Come 

Dor. But then his looks, did you obſerve his eyes? 

Nr Sul. Yes, yes, I did——his cyes ; well, what of 
his eyes? 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandering ; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any tlung but me—and then his 
looks fo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they aim'd 
to tell me that he cou'd with pride dic at my feet, tho 
he ſcorn'd flavery any where elle. 

Mrs Sul. The phyſic works purcly. 
find yourſelf now, my dear? 

Der. Hem ! Much better, my dear 
our Mercury! 


One touch more 


How d'ye 


— 


O here comes 


Enter SCRrus. 


Well, Scrub, what news of the gentleman ? 
Scrub. 
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Scrub, Madam, I have brought you a whole packet of 
news. 

Dor. Open it quickly; come, 

Scrub. In the firlt place, I eaquir'd who the gentleman 
was? They told me, he was a (ſtranger. Secondly, I 
aſk'd what the gentleman was? They an{wer'd and ſaid, 
that they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd 
what countryman he was ? They replied, *twas more than 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came ? 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And, ſifthly, I 
aſk'd whither he went? And they replied, they knew n9- 
thing of the matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. 

Mrs Sul. But what do the people lay ? can't they 
gueſs ? 

Scrub. Why, ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's a 
mountebank, ſome fay one thing, ſome another; but for 
my owa part, | believe he's a Jeſuit, 

Dor. A Jeſuit ! why a Jeſuit ? 

Scrub. ecauſe he keeps his horſes always ready ſad- 
dled, and his footmin talks French. 

Ars Sul. His foorman ! 

Scrub. Ay; he and the Count's foot nan were gabber- 
ing French, like two tatriguing ducks in a mill-pond ; 
and I belier'd they ralk'd of ine, for they laugh'd con- 
ſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of livery has the footman ? 

Scrub Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace; and then he has tops 
to his ſhoes, up to his mid-leg, a ſilver-headed cane dang- 
ling at his knuckles : —he carries his hands in his pockets, 
and walks juſt fo—[ #alts in a French air.] and has a 
fine long periwig tied up in a bag Lord, Madam, 
he's clear another ſort of a man than I. 

Mrs Sul. That may eaſily be. But what ſhall we 
do now, ſiſter? 

Dor. | have t—— This fellow has a world of ſimpli- 
city, and ſome cunning ; the firſt hides the latter by a- 
bundance. Scrub? 

Scrub. Madam. 

Der. We have a great mind to know who this gentle- 
man is, only for our ſatis faction. 

D 2 Scrub. 
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Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a ſatisfaftion, no 
doubr. 

Der. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot- 
man, and invite him hither to dank a bottle of your ale, 
becauſe you're butler to-day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I'm butler every Sunday. 

Mrs Sul. O brave ſiſter! o' my conſcience you un- 


derſtand the mathematics already. — Tis the beſt plot in 


the world; your mother, you know, will be gone to 
church, my ſpouſe will be got to the alchouſe with his 
ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be cur own—ſo we drop 
in by accident, and aſk the fellow ſome queſtions our- 
ſelves. In the country, you know, any ſtranger is com- 
pany, and we're glad to take up with the butler in a coun» 
try-dance, and happy if he'll do us the favour. 

Scrub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me ; I neyer refus'd 
your Ladyſhip the favour in my lite. 


Enter Girs Ex. 


Cip. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting — Go where 
we order'd you. | 

Scrub. I ſhall. 


SCENE charger to the Inn, 


Enter A1MWELL and ARCHER, 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman, 

Aim. A markſman ! who ſo blind cou'd be as not diſ- 
cern a {wan among the ravens ? ; 

Arch. Well, but hark'e, Aimwell. 

Aim. Aimwell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadis, 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thcu'ands in her: looks; 
ſhe look'd like Cere: in her hatveſt; corn, wine, and oil, 
milk ard honey, gardens, groves, and purling ſtreams, 
play'd on her plentecus face. 

Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean: the corn, 
wine, and oil, lie there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thouſand 
pounds, that's the Englth on't. 

Aim. Her eyes 


Arch. 
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Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be ſure; ſo I won't ſtand 
their battery. | [ Going, 
Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my paſſion muſt havg vear. 

Arch. Paſhon ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe roman- 
tic airs will do our buſineſs ? were my temper as extta- 
vagant as yours, my adventures have ſomething more ro- 
mantic by half. 

Aim. Your adventures ! 

Arch. Yes. 


The nymph that with her twice ten hundred pounds, 
With brazen engine hot, and gquoif clear flarch'd, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the bed. 


There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the ſub- 
je& but an inn-keeper's daughter. I can play with a girl 
as an angler does with his iſh 5; he k2eps it at the end of 
his line, runs it up the ſtream. and down the ſtream, till 
at laſt he brings it to hand, tickles the trout, and ſo whips 
it into his baſket. 


Enter BOXIFACE. 


Bon. Mr Martin, as the faving is yonder's an 
honeſt fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's butler, who 
begs the honour that you wou'd go home with him and 
ſee his cellar. 

Arch. Do my baſſemains to the pentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the honour to wait on him immedi- 
ately, as the ſayiog is. | 

Bon. | ſhall do your Worſhip's commands, as the ſay- 


ing is, Exit, bowing ohſegulsufly. 
Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftida ſing ? 


Arch. Pthaw ! Damn your raptures ; I tell you here's 
a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the ſhip will 
get into harbour, my life on't. Lou ſay, there's another 
lady very handſome there. . 

Aim. \ <s, faith, 

Arch I'm ia love with her already, 

Aim Can't you give m2 a bill upon Cherry in the 
mean im ? | h 
*rch N o., frie d, all her corn, wine, and o“, i! 
ngrois'y to my market, And once muie I wary 
D 3 you 
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you to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if you fall 
foul of me, by this light, you thall go to the bottom, 
What! make prize of my little frigate, while I 
am upon the cruize for you, [ Exit, 


— 


Enter BONIFACE. 


Aim. Well, well, I won't. Landlord ; have you 
any tolerable company in the houſe? I don't care for 
dining alone. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a captain below, as the ſaying 
is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. 

Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every-where ; 
will you make him a compliment from me, and tell him 
I ſhould be glad of his company? 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd 

Aim. Ha! that ſtroke was well thrown in. -I'n 
only a traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad of his 
company, that's all. 

Ben. I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [ Exit. 


Enter ARCHER, 


Fr ch. *Sdeath ! J had forgot; what title will you give 
yourſelf ? 

Aim. My brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never gire 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his honour 
this bout. You know the reſt of your cue? 

Arch, Ay, ay. (Exit. 


Enter G1BBZET. 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. "Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 
ou. 

s Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 
me before [ hope. [A. 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the honour of 
ſeeing you now ? 

Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to iatrude upon any gentleman —— 
but my landlord 

Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your pardon, you're the captain he 
told me of. 

Gib. At your ſervice, Sir. 

Aim, Wha, regiment, may I be fo bold? 


Gb, 
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Gib. A marching regiment, Sir, an old corps. 

Aim. Very old, if your coat be regimental. [ A/ide, 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the plantations, twas my lot to be 
ſent into the worſt ſervice ; I would have quinted it, in- 
deed ; but a man of honour, you know. Beſides, 
'twas for the good of my country that I ſhou'd be» 
broad —— any thing for the good of one's country 
I'm a Roman for that. | 

Aim. One of the firft, I'll lay my life. [de.] You 
found the Welt-Indies very hot, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your face at Will's cof- 
fechoule ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too, 

Aim. And where is your company now, captain? 

Gib. They an't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect them here ? 

Gib, They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim, Which way do they march ? 

Gib. Acroſs the country, — The devil's in't, if I 
ha'n't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare— but 
I'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. [ Aide, 

Aim. ls your company to quarter at Litchficld ? 

Gib. In this houſe, Sir. 

Aim. What! all? 

Ci My company is but thin, ha, ha, ha! we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha! 

Aim. You're merry, Sir, 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me. Sir, I underſtand 
the world, eſpecially the art of travelling: I don't care, 
Sir, for anſwering queſtions directly upon the road—for 
I generally ride with a charge about me. 

Aim. | hree or four, | belicre. . -: -. M8 

Gib. J am credibly informed that there are highway- 
men upon this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
gentleman of your figure - But truly, Sir, I have got 
ſuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that 1 don't care 
for ſpeaking truth to any man. 

Aim. Your caution may be neceſſary— Thea I pre 
ſume you're no captain. 

Cid. Not I, Sit; captain is a good travelling name, 


and 
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and ſo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh enquyries 
that are generally made about geatlemen that travel; it 
gives a man an, ait of ſomething, and makes the drawers 
obedient—And thus far I am a captain, and no farther, 
Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true profeſhon ? 
Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me pon my word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 
Aim. Ha, ha! upon my word, I commend you, 


Euter BONIFACE. 


Well, Mr Boniface, what's the news ? 

Bon. There's another gentleman below, as the ſaying 
is, that hearing you were but two, would be glad to make 
the third man, if you'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. A clergyman ! is he really a clergyman ? or, is 
it only his travelling name, as my friend the captain 
has it ? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to the French 
officers in town. 

Aim, Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt! I won't be ſeen in 
his company, Sir; I have a value for my reputation, 

ir. 

Aim. Nay, but captain, fince we are by ourſelves— 
Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlord ? 

Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the ſay- 
ing is, to. be a forcigner by his accent, and that's all, 

Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 

Bon, Never, Sir ; but he's a maſter of languages, as 
the ſaying is; he talks Latin; it docs me good to hear 
him talk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underftand Latin, Mr Boniface ? 

Bon. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is: but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it mult be good. 

Aim. Pray defire him to walk vp. 

Ben. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 


Euter Forcazn, 


Feig. Save you, gentlemens bote. 
Aim. 
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Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. 

Foig. Och, dear joy, I am your moſt faithful ſhervant, 
and yours allho. 

Gib Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you have 
a mighty twang of the foreigner 

Feig. My Englith is very vell for the vords ; but we 
foreigners, you know, cannot bring our tongues about the 
pronunciation ſo ſoon. 

Aim. A foreigner ! a downright Teague, by this light. 
Aide.) Were you born in France, doctor? 

Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
Bruſſels: I am a ſubject of the King of Spain, joy. 

Gib. What king of Spain, Sir? speak. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, captain, that was tov hard upon the doctor, 
he's a ſtranger. 

Fiig. O let him alone, dear joy, I am of a nation that 
is not eaſily put out of countenance. 

Aim. Come, gentlemen, I'll end the diſpute—Here, 
landlord, is dinner ready)? 

Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is, 

Aim, Gentlemen —pray that door —— 

Faig. No, no, fait, the captain mutt lead. 

Aim. No, doctor, the church is our guide. 


Ci. Ay, ay, foit is— [Exit forems/t, they follow. 


SCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Boungiful's 
houſe. 


Enter Axcukx and SCRuB /inginge, and hugging one u- 
nother , Scrub with a tankard in his hand, Gipſey 
liſtening at a diſtance. 


Scrub. Tall, all, dall—Come, my dear boy—let us 
have that ſong once more. | 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family—but will 
you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? | 

Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 

Arch. ' Tis enough—you muſt know then, that my 
maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwell ; he fought a duel 
t'other day in London, wounded his man ſo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
gentleman's wounds be mortal or not: he never was in 

this 
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this part of England before, ſo he choſe to retire to this 
place, that's all. 

Gip. And that's enough for me. [ Exit. 

Scrub. And where were you when your maſter fought ? 

Arch. We never know of our maſters quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here receive 
a challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their wives; 
the wives tell the ſervants, the ſervants alarm the tenants, 
and in half an hour you ſhall have the whole country up 
in arms. 

Arch. To hinder two men from doing what they have 
no mind for But if you ſhuuld chance to talk now of 
this buſineſs ? 

Scrub. Talk ! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 
holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a great 
family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all fa- 
milies. 

Scrub. Secrets, O Lud !—but I'll fay no more 
Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our tankuid: 
here 

Arch. With all my heart ; who knows but you and [ 
may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's your 
lady's health; you have three, I think, and to be ſure 
there muſt be ſecrets among 'em. 

Scrub. Secrets! Ah! friend, friend, I wiſh I had a 
friend. 

Arch. Am not I your friend ? Come, you and I will 
be ſworn brothers. 

Scrub, Shall we ? 

£rch. From this minute—Give me a kiſs—And now, 
Brother Scrub, 

Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you a ſe- 
cret that will make your hair ſtand an end. You mult 
know that I am corſumedly in love. 

Arch. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth on't. 

Scrub. That jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now 
in the celiar, is the arranteſt whore that ever wore a pet- 
ticoat, and i'm dying for love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha !-—Are you in love with her perſon, 
or her virtue, Brother Scrub? 


Scrub, I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 6 
ra 
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rable than beauty; for virtue holds good with ſome wo- 
men long and many a day after they have loſt it, 

Arch. In the country, I grant ye, where no woman's 
virtue is loſt, till a baſtard be found. | 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhou'd 
have her all to myſelf ; but I dare not put it upon that 
lay, for fear of being ſent for a foldier—Pray, brother, 
how do you gentlemen in Londoa like that fame preſſing 
act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub—'Tis the work that 
ever was made for us :—formerly I remember the good 
days when we cou'd dun our maſters for our wages, and 
if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a warrant to car- 
ry 'em before a juitice ; but now it we talk of eating, 
they have a warrant for us, and carry us before three 
juſtices. | 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; for 
the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad example, 
Now this is my misfortune—L dare not ſpeak in the 
houſe, while that jade, Gipſey, dings about like a fury— 
Once | had the better end of the ſtaff. 

Arch. And how comes the change now ? 

Scrub. Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a prieſt. 

Arch. A piiett ! : 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, and 
eat up our proviſions. There's not a day goes over 


E his head without a dinner or ſupper in this houſe. 


Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 

Scrub, Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd 
bere all his life, and tells lies as if he had been a travel- 
ler from his cradle. 

Arch, And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
affections of your Gipſey. 

Scrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, my dear friend 
—PFor, I'm afraid he has made her a whore and a papiſt 
hut this is not all; there's the French Count and Mrs 
Sullen, they're in the confederacy, and for ſome private 
ends of their own too, to be lure. | 

Arch. A very hopeful family yours, Brother Scrub 
I ſuppoſe the maiden lady has her lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know She's the beſt on 'em, * 
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the truth on't : but they take care to prevent my curio- 
firy, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that I'm a perfe& 
flave:—Whart d'ye think is my place in this family ? 


Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you I'll tell you Of a 
Monday I drive the coach, of a Tueſday 1 drive the 
plough, on Wedneſday I follow the hounds, a Thurſday 

dun the tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Satur- 
day | draw warrants, and a Sunday I draw beer. 

Arch. ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 
ou have enough. on't, my dear brother. But what 
adies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is Mrs 
Sullen, and the other Mrs Dorinda—Don't mind em, 
fir ſtill, man — 


Enter Mrs SurtEN and DorinDaA. 


Mrs Sul. I have heard my brother talk of my Lord 
Aimwell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer gen- 
tleman. 

Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. 

Mrs Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his heart, 
I'll open his breaſt, | warrant him: I have heard ſay, 
that people may be gueſs'd at by the behaviour of their 
ſervants; I cou'd wiſh we might talk to that fellow. 

Mr. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty fel- 
low: come this way, I'll throw out a lure for him pre- 
ſently. 

[They walk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the 
ſtage, Mrs Sullen drops her fan, Archer Funs, takes 
it up, and gives it to ber.] 

Arch. Corn, wine and oil, indeed! But, I think, 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; ſhe 
ſhould be my choice— y, ay, ſay you ſo—Nadam ?— 
Your Ladyſhip's fan. 

Mrs Sul. O Sir, I thank yo» What a handſome 
bow the fellow made 

Der. Bow! why, I have known ſeveral *o;mcem come 
down from London, ſet up here for dancing maſters, and 
carry off the beſt tortunes in the country. 


Arch. 


2 
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Arch. afide.] That project, for ought I know, had 


been better than ours 
introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman's ſervant 
that you ſaw at church to-day; I underſtovd he came 
from London, and fo I invited him to the cellar, that he 
might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting my knives, 

Dzr. And I hope you have made much of him. 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the ftrength of your lady- 
ſhip's liquor is a little too potent for the conſtitution of 
your humble ſervant. 

Mrs Sul. What, then you don't uſually drink ale ? 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or a little 
wine and water; 'tis preſcribed me by the phyſician for 
a remedy againſt the ſpleen. 

Scrub. O la! O lala footman have the ſpleen !— 

Alrs Sul I thought that diſtemper had been only pro- 
per to people of quality. 

Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions it wears out, 
and fo deſcends to their ſervants; tho' in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy par- 
ticles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of wages. 

Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks! How long, 
pray, have you ſerr'd your prefeat maſter ? 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in the 
ſervice of the ladics. 

Mrs Sul. And pray, which ſervice do you like beſt? 

Alrch. Madam, the ladies pay belt; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages; there is a charm in their 
looks that delivers a pleaſure with their commands, and 
gives our duty the wings of inclination, | 

Ars Sul. That flight was above the pitch of a livery ; 
and, Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy'd to ſerve a lady again ? 

Arch. As groom of the chambers, Madam, but not as 
a ſootwan. 

filrs Sul. ] ſuppoſe you ferv'd as footman before? 

Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerre in that poſt 
again; for my memory is too weak for the load of meſ- 
ſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in Lond n: 
my Lady Howd'ye, the laſt miitrels | ferv'd, call d me 
up one morning, and told me, Martin, go to my Lady 
Ailnight with my kemble fecvice ; ꝛcll her 1 was to 
Vas 


Brother Sciub, why don't you 


r 
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wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word with Mrs 
Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the affair the knows 
of, are ſtopt till we know the concurrence of the perſon 
that I know of, for which there are circumſtances want- 
ing which we ſhall accommodate at the old place; but 
that in the mean time there is a perſon about her Lady- 
ſhip, that, from ſeveral hints and ſurmiſes, was acceſſo- 
ry at a certain time to the diſappointments that naturally 
attend things, that to her knowledge are of mote im- 

rtance 


— * | Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir ? 

Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole 
howd'ye was about halt an hour long; ſo happen'd to 
miſplace two ſyllables, and was turn d off, and render'd 
incapable 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt fellow, ſiſter, Jever ſaw. — 
But, friend, if your maſter be married, ——1 preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a lady. 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a 
married family; the commands of the maiter and mi- 
ſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that 'tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. 

Dar. There's a main point gain'd. My Lord is 
not married, | find. * L Lfade. 

Mrs Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in ſo many good 
ſervices, you had not a better proviſion made for you ? 

Arch. | don't know how, Madam. I am very 
well as | am, 

Mrs Sal. Something for a pair of gloves, 

[Dfering him money. 

Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excus'd: my matter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take money from any o- 
ther hand, without injuring his honour, and diſobeying 
his commands, | [Exit. 

Dar. This is ſurpriſing: did you ever ſee ſo pretty a 
well bred fellow ? 

Ars Sul. The devil take him for wearing that livery. 

Dor. I fancy, fitter, he may be ſome gentleman, a 
ſrierd of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd upon 
for Eis courage, fidelity, and difccetion, to bear him 

company 
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company in this dreſs, and who ten to one was his ſe— 
cond. 

Mrs Ful. It is fo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo— 
For I like him. 

Dor. What! better than the Count? 

Mrs Sul. The Count happen'd to be the molt agree- 
able man upon the place; and fo | chote him to ſerve 
me in my deſign upon my huſband but 1 thould 
like this fellow better in a deſign upon myſelf. 

Dor. But now, ſiſter, for an interview with this lord, 
and this gentleman; how ſhall we bring that about ? 

Mrs Sul. Patience! you country ladies give no quar- 
ter, if once you be enter'd Wou'd you prevent 
their delizes, and give the fellows no wiſhing: time 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and there we 
mult leave it. Muy buſineſs comes now upon the ta- 
pis. Have you prepar'd your brother? 

Der. Yes, yes. 

Mrs Sul. And bow did he relith it? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, 
and promiſed to be guided by me: but here he comes 


Enter SULLEN, 


Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 


Mrs Sul. The fipging in your head, my dear, you 
complain'd of it all day. 

Sul. You're impertinent, 

Ars Sul. I was ever fo, ſince I became one fleſh with 
you. 


Sul. One fleſh! rather two carcaſes join'd unnaturally 
together. 


. 2 Sul. Or rather a living ſoul coupled to a dead 
y. 
Dor. So, this is fine encouragement for me! 
Sul, Yes, my wife ſhews you what you mult do! 
Mrs Sul, And my buſband ſhews you what you muſt 
ſuffer. 
Sul. Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 
Mrs Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk ? 
Sul, Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
Hrs Sul. Do you thiak to any purpoſe ? 
E 


2 Sul. 
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Sul. Siſter, hark'e———{4iſpers.} I ſhan't be home 
till it be late. [Exit, 

Mrs Sul. What did he whiſper to ye ? 

Dar. That he wou'd go round the back-way, come in- 
to the cloſer, and liften as I directed him. — But let me 
beg once more, dear her, to drop this project; for, as I 
told you before, inſtead of awaking him to kindneſs, you 
may provoke him to rage; and then who knows how far 
his brutality may carry him ? 

Mrs Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant you. 

[Exeunt, 


4er IV. SCENE L 


SCENE, centinues, 


Enter DorixDa, meeting Mr, SULLEN, and Lady 
BovuxTIiFUuL. 
DozixDds. 


EWS, dear ſiſter, news, news. 


Enter ARCHER FUnning. 


Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful !—Pray, 
which is the old lady of you three ? 

L. Boun. I am. 

Arch O Madam, the fame of your Ladyſhip's cha» 
rity, goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill, and ability, have drawn 
me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's help in behalf of 
my unfortunate maſter, who is this moment breathing his 
laſt, 

L. Baun. Your maſter! where is he? 

Arch. At your gate, Madam, drawn by the appear- 
ance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, and walk- 
ing up the avenue, he was taken ill of a ſudden, with a 
ſort of I know not what; but down he fell, and there he 
lies, 

L. Boun. Here, Scrub! Gipſey ! all run, get my eaſy 
chair down ſtairs, put the gentleman in it, and bring him 


in quickly, quickly. 
Arch. 
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Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this cha- 
ritable act. 

L. Boun. Is your maſter us'd to theſe fits ? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently. —-1 have known 
kim have five or fix of a night. 

L. Boun. What's his name ? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a minut?'s care 
or neglect may ſave or deſtroy his life. 

L. B:un, Ah, poor gentleman ! Come, fri:ad, ſh:w 
me the way; I'll ſee him brought in mylelt, 

Exit with her. 

Der. O ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtr 3 I 
can hardly forbear running to his aſhtance. 

Mrs Sul. And I' lay my life he deferves your aſſiſt- 
ance more than he wants it: did not I tell you that my 
Lord would find a way to come at you? Love's ': di- 
ſemper, and you muſt be the phyſician ; put on a! Zur 
charms, ſummon all your fire into your eyes, plant the 
whole artillery of your looks againit his breaſt, aud down 
with him, 

Dor. O ſiſter, I'm but a young gunner ; I {hall be a- 
fraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and hurt 
myſelf. 

Mrs Sul. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will, 

Der. No, no, dear ſiſter, you have miſs'd your mark 
ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being inftruted 
by you, 


Enter AuWTIIL in a chair, carried bt; ARCHER and 
SCRUB, Lady Pounrirul, GieSEY ; ALMAWELL 
ourterſciting A auoon. 


J. Bean. Here, here, let's ſes the hartſhorn drops, — 
Giptey, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very ſtrong. — 
Bleſs me, bow his hands are clench'd ! 

Arch For ſhame. Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us? Pray. Madam, {7s Dorinda ] take 
his band, and 6pcn it, if you can, wilt 1 hold his head. 

[Borinda tates bis land. 

Per. Poor geatlemar Oh be has pot my hand 
Within hie, and ſqucez -s it unmercifully 

L. Conn. Tis the violence of his coavul't in, child. 

E 3 Arch 
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Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſe'd in theſe ca- 
ſes.—tic'll bite yon, if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand! 

L. Beun. What's the matter with the fooliſh girl? 1 
have got this hand open, you ſee, with a great deal of 
eaſe. 

Arch. Ay, but Madam, your daughter's hand is ſome- 
what warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the heat of it 
draws the force of the ſpirits that way. 

Drs Sul. I ſind, friend, you're very learned in theſe. 
ſort of ſits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trouble 
with them myſelf; I bad myſelf extremely ill at this 
minute, [ Lovking hard at Mrs Sullen. 

Airs Sul. afide.] I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
vou. | 

L Bourn. His fit holds him very long. 

Arcb. Longer than uſual, Madam. 

L. Baan. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray ? 

Arch. To-day at church, Madam. 

L. Boun. Your maſter ſhould never go without a bot- 
tle to ſmell t — h he recovers the lavender 
water ——©Q, he comes to himſeif, Hem a little, Sir, 
hem._—Gipley, ting the cordial-warer, | 

CAimwell Breu ie awake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you, Sir ? 

Aim, Where am I ? LRifengs 


Sure I have paſs'd the gulph of ſilent death, 

And now am landed on th* Elyſian ſhore 

NBehold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 

Fair Proferpine— let me adore thy bright divinity. 
[ Ancels ts Donr.da, and kifſes her hand. 


firs Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the fit would end. 
Aim. Eurydice, perhaps 


How could tb Orpheus keep his word, 
And not look back upon thee ; 

No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 
To lock one minute off thee, 


Z. Brun. Delirious, poor gentleman ! 
Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 


Aim. 
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Aim. Martin's voice, I think ? 

Arch. Yes, my Lord. How does your Lordſhip 

L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, girls ? 

Aim. Where am I ? 

Arch, In very good hands, Sir. You were taken 
juſt now with one of your old fits, under the trees, juſt 
by this good lady's houſe 3 her Ladyſhip had you taken 
in, and has miraculouſly brought you to yourſelf, as you 
ſee 

Aim. I am ſo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that I 
can now only beg pardon ——and refer my acknowledg- 
ments for your Ladyſhip's care, till an opportunity offers 
of making ſome amends.-—-I dare be no longer trou- 
bleſome. Martin, give two guineas to the ſervants. 

[ Going, 

Der. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly re- 
corer'd. 

[Here Archer talks i» Laily Bountiful in dumb /hew, 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent ill- 


neſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to my 


grave. 


L. Boun, Come, Sir, your ſervant has been telling me 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the air—Your 
good manners ſha'n't get the better of aurs. You 
Mall fit down again, Sir :—come, Sir, we don't mind ce- 
remonies in the country.,—Here, Sir, my ſervice t'ye.— 
You ſhall taſte my water; 'tis a cordial, I can aſſure 
you, and of my own making, [ Aimwell drin.] And 
how d'ye find yourſelf now, Sir ? | 

Aim. Somewhat better tho' very faint ſtill. 

L. Boun. Ay, ay, people are always faint after thoſe 
fits, Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentleman the 
houſe ; 'tis but an old family-building, Sir: but vou'll 
find ſome tolerable pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the 


gentleman the way. [ Exit.) I muſt go to the poor wo- 
man below, 


Dar. This way, Sir. 
Aim, Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my ſervant to wait 
on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 


Aſs; 


. 


| 
8 
I 
? 
4 
4 


—— 


- . "P * NF YC E 1 
= n 


52 The BEAUX STRATAGEM. Aq iv. 


Mrs Sul. Sir, we nnderſtand originals as well as he 
does pictures, ſo he may come along. 
CExeunt Dor. Mrs Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. /eads Dor. 


Euter FoiGARD. 


Feig. Save you, Mr Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way. I hate 
a prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil Sir, 
I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my 
blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 

Foig. Mr Scrub, you wou'd put me down in politics, 
and fo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs Gipſey. 

Scrub. Good Mr Prieſt, you can't {peak with her; 
ſhe's lick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's - dead 
two months ago, Sir. 


Enter Girs Ex. 


Ci. How now, impudence ! How dare you talk ſo 
ſaucily to the doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common people of England are not ſo civil to ſtran- 
gers, as 

Scrub. You lie, you lie; —'tis the common people, 
ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. 

Grp. Sirrah, I have a good mind to 
out, I ſay! 

Scrub. I won't. 

Gip. You won't, ſauce-box ?—Prav, Doctor, what is 
the captain's name that came to your inn laſt nig/at ? 

Scrub. The captain! ah, the devil! there the hampers 
me again z—the captain has me on one fide, and the prieſt 
on t'other. So between the gown and ſword [ 
have a fine time on't. [ Going. 

Gip. What, ſirrah, won't you march? 

Scrub. No, my dear, I won't march—bat I'll walk: 
and I'll make bold to liften a little roo, 

{ Croes behind the file. ſcene, and liflens. 

Gif, Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the truth on't, 

Fog. Ah, Mrs Gipſey, upon my ſhovl, now, Gra, his 
compl .minps would mollity the marrow in your bones, 
and move the byw-ls dt commiſeration; he veeps, and he 
dances, and he ſiſtles, and he twears, and he laughs, and 

he 


Get you 
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he ſtamps, and he ſings: in concluſion, joy, he's afflicted, 
a la Francois, and a ſtranger wou'd not know whether to 
cry or to laugh with him. 

Gip. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 

F:ig. Noting, joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs 
Sullen's cloſer, when it is dark. 

Cid. Nothing! is that nothing? It wou'd be both a 
fn and a ſhame, Doctor. 

F:io. Here is twenty lewidores, joy, for your ſhame; 
and I will give you an abtolution for the ſhin. 

Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe ? 

F:ig. Dat is according as you fhall rauk it —If you 
receive the money before hand, twill be, /ogice, a bribe 
but if you ſtay till afterwards, "twill be only a gratiaca- 
tion, 

Gip, Well, Doctor, I' take it /zgice.——But what 
muſt I do with my conſcience, Sir ? 

Feig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prieſt, Gra; 
and your conſcience is under my hands. 

Gip. But ſhon'd I put the Count into the cloſet— 

Fuig, Vel, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a clo- 
ſher? one may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 

Gip. Bur if the lady thou'd come into her chamber, and 
go to bed ? 

Foig. Vell, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

F:ig. Vell den the parties muſt be reſponſible, 
Do you be gone after putting the Count in the cloſher, 
ard leave the ſhins wid themſelves. —TI will come with the 
Count to inſtru you in your chamber. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your religion is fo pure — Me- 
thinks I'm ſo caſy after an abfolution, and can fin afreſh 
with ſo much ſecurity, that I'm reſolv'd to die a martyr 
to't,—Here's the key of the garden-door; come in 
the back way, when 'tis late—['ll be ready to receive 
you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of 
my hand: I'll lead you, and do you lead the Count, and 
follow me. [ Exeurt. 


Enter Scus. 


Scrub. What withcraſt now have theſe two imps of the 


devil been a-hatching here? There's twenty lewidores 
1 
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1 heard that, and ſaw the purſe: but I muſt give room to 
my betters. 


Enter Mrs SuLLEN and ARCHER. 
Mrs Sul. Pray, Sir, [Te Archer. ] how d'ye like that 


piece ? | 

Arch. O, 'tis Leda. You find, Madam, how ju- 
piter came diſguis'd to make love 

Mrs Sul. Pray, Sir, what head is that in he corner 
there ? 

Arch. O, Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in his exile, 

Drs Sul. What was he baniſh'd for ! 

Arch. His ambitious love, Madam. [| Zowing,} His 
mis fortune touches me. 8 

Mrs Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his amours ? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark, 
too much a gentleman to tell, 

Drs Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mrs Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the chim- 
ney ? 

Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
picture; but now 1 look again, tis not handſome e- 
nough, 

Mrs Sul. Oh, what a charm is flattery ! if you wou'd 
ſee my picture, there it is, over that cabinet.—How d'ye 


Uke it? 


He was 


Arch, | muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 


leaſt reſemblance of you But methinks, Madam. 


tHe looks at the picture and Mrs Sullen three cr four 


times, by turns.] Pray, Madam, who drew ut ? 
Mrs Sul. A famous hand, Sir. 


[ Here Aimwell a:4 Dorinda ge ef. 
Arch. A famous hand, Madam !—Your eyes, indeed, 
are featut'd there; but where's the ſparkling moiſture, 
ſhining fluid, in which they ſwim ? The picture, indeed, 
has your dimples ; but where's the ſwarm of killing Cu- 
pids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? The lips too are figur'd 
out; but where's the carnation dew, the pouting ripeneſs 
that tempts the taſte in the original? 
Mrs Sul. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a nian! | [ Afide. 
Arch. 
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Arch. Your breaſts too—preſumptuous man! what! 
int heaven! 4 propor, Madam, in the very next picture 
is Salmonius that was ſtruck dead with lightning, for 
offering to imitate Jove's thunder ; I hope yoa ferv'd the 
ainter ſo, Madam. 

Mr: Sul. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they 
h ou'd employ their lightning better. 

Arch. There's the fineſt bed in that room, Madam; I 
ſuppoſe tis your Ladyſhip's bed chamber? 

Mrs Sul. And what then, Sir ? 

Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that I ever ſaw— 
] can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the figures of 
the embroidery : will you give me leave, Madam ? 

Mrs Sul. The devil take his impudence.—Sure if I 
pave him an opportunity, he durſt not be rude. I have 
a great mind to try.—{ Going. Return.] Sdeath, what 
am I doing? — And alone too! Siſter, ſiſter. Exit. 

Arch. I'll follow her cloſe. ——— 


For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to ſtorm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the work perform, { Ging. 


Enter Scrvs. 

Scrub, Martin, Brother Martin. 

Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was not 
2 going > Here's a guinea my maſter order'd you, 

Scrub. A guinea, hi, hi, hi, a guinea! eh by 
this light it is a guinea ; but I ſuppoſe you expect twen- 
ty ſnill gs in change. 

Arch. Not at all, I have another for Gipſey. 

Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 


witch. — Sir, give me that guinea, and I'll diſcover 2 
plot. 


Arch. A plot! 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot —Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't: Thirdly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't: And 
Fourthly, it muſt be a plot, becauſe I don't know what 
to make on't. 


Arch, Nor any body cle, I'm afraid, brother Scrub, 


— 
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Scrub, Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and a rid- 
dle.— This I know, that here has been the door with a 
temptation in one hand, and an abſolution in the other, 
and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to the devil; I faw the Price 
paid down, my eyes ſhall take their oath on't, 

Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gipſey ? 

Scrub. That's not all; I could hear but a word here 
and there; but I remember they mentioned a count, a 
cloſer, a back- door, and a key. 

Arch. The count ! did you hear nothing of Mrs Sul. 
len ? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome words that ſounded that way, 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, 1 cou'd not di- 
ſtinguiſh. 

Arch. You have told this matter to nobody, brother ? 

Scrub. Told! no, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
folv'd never to ſpeak one word, re nor can, till we have 
a peace. 

Arch. You're i' th' right brother Scrubs here's a 
treaty a-foot between the count and the lady. The prieſt 
and the chamber-maid are plenipotentarics.—lr ſhall go 
hard but I'll find 2 way to be included in the treaty, 
Where's the doctor now ? 

Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring my 
lady's marmalade in the clo'cr. 

Aim. from without.) Martin, Marta ! 

Arch. 1 come, Sir, I come. | 

Scrub. But you forget the other guinea, brother 
Martin. 

Arch. Here, I give it with all my heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with ail my foul. FZreaunt ſe- 
verally.] Iced, I'll ſpoil your ploting, Mrs Cipfey; and 
if you {}.ou'd ſer the captain upon mr, theſe two puineas 
vill buy me off. [ Exit, 

Enter Mrs SCLLES ard DoRIS DA, meetivg. 

Mrs Sul, Well, fitter, 

Der. And well, iter. 

Airs Sul. What's become of my Lord ? 

Dor. What's become of his {crvant ? 

. 
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Mrs Sul. Servant ! He's a prettier fellow, and a finer 
gentleman by fifty degrees than his maſter, 

Der. O' my conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
fellow at the gallows foot. 

Ars Sul. O' my conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a friend of yours in his room. 

Dor. You deſit'd me, ſiſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſpreſs'd the bounds of honour. 

Mrs Sul. Thou dear cenforious country girl 
What doſt mean? You can't think of the man without 
the bedfellow, I find. 

Dor. I don't fiad any thing unnatural in that thought; 
while the mind is converſant with fleſh and blood, it muſt 
conform to the humours of the company. 

Mrs Sul. How a little love and converſation improve 
a woman ? Why, child, you begin to live.—You never 
ſpoke before, 

D:r. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before : my Lord 
has told me, that I have more wit and beauty than 
any of my ſex; and truly I begin to think the man is 
ſincere. | 

Mi Sul. You are in the right, Dorinda; pride is the 
life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread, But 
I'll Jay you a guinea that J had finer things faid to me than 
you had, 

Der. Done. What did your fellow ſay to ye? 

Ars Sul. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 
mine. 

Dor. But my lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Ars Sul. Common cant! Had my ſpark call'd me a 
Venus directly, 1 ſhou'd have believ'd him a footman iu 
good earneſt, 

Der. But my lover was upon his knees to me, 

Mrs Sul, And mine was upon his tiptoes to me. 

Der. Mine vow'd to die for me. 

Airs Sal. Nine ſwore to die with me. 

Dor. Nine kils'd my hand ten thouſand times. 

Ira Sud. Mine has all that pleaſure to come. 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 

Alrs Sal. Mine had his moving thiogs too. 

Dor. Mine offer'd mariiage. 


Mrs Sul. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing”? 
F Dor. 
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Der. The tharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear ſiſter; 
— Why, my ten thonland pounds may lie brooding here 
this ſeven years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
ill-natur'd clown like yours ;—wheicas, if L marry my 
Lord Aimwell, there will be title, place and precedence, 
the paik, the play, and the drawing-room, ſplendour, 
equipage, noiſe and flambeaux. Hey, my Lady Aim- 
well's ſervants there. --- Lights, lights to the ſtairs, 
My Lady Aimwell's coach, put forward, Stand by; 
make room for her Ladyſhip. Are not thele things 
moving ? What! melancholy of a ſudden ! 

Mrs Sat. Happy, happy ſiſter | Your angel has been 
watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine has ſlept re- 
gardleſs of his charge. —Long ſmiling years of circling 
joys for you; but not one hour for me! [ Weeps. 

Dor. Come, my dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 

Mrs Sul. O Dorinda, I own myſelf a woman full of 
my lex, a gentle, generqus foul, —eaſy and yielding to 
ſoft deſires, a ſpacious heart, where love and all his 
train might lodge: and muit the fair apartment of my 
breaſt be made a ſtable for a brute to lie in ? 

Der. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppole ! 

Mi Sul. Hufband! No, —cven huſband is too ſoft a 
name for him. — But come, I expect my brother here to- 
night or to-morrow : he was abroad when my father 
marry'd me; perhaps he'li find a way to make me eaſy, 

Der. Will von ptomiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my Lord's friend! 

Ars Sul. You miſtake me, fiſter.—It happens with us 
as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the greateſt 
cowards : and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits eva- 
porate in prattle, which might do more miſchief if they 
took another courſe. Though, to confeſs the truth, 
I do love that fellow ;—ard if I met him dreit as he 
ſou'd be, and | undreſt as 1 ſhould be—: Look'e, 
fiter, I have no ſupernatural gifts ;—I can't ſwear 1 
cou'd tieſiſt the temptation, —though I can fately pro- 
mile to avoid it; aud that's as much as the bett of us 
can do. [ Evxennt. 

Enter 
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Enter AimwELL and ARrCitr laughing, 


4+rch. And the aukward kindneſs of the good mother- 
ly old gentlewoman. - 

Aim. And the coming es ſineſs of the young one. — 
| *Sdeath, *tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop 
where you are. 

Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. 

Arch. *Sdcath, it you love her a hair's breadth be- 
yond diſeretioa, you muſt go no farther. 8 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſauntcr- 

ing away cur idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or Wili's, 
and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old acquaintance, 
the cards, becauſe our impotent pockets can't aflord us a 
guinea for the mercenary diabs ;—and ten thouſand ſuch 
raſcally tricks —had we outi:v'd our fortunes among our 
acquaintance. But now. 

Arch. Ay, now 15 the time to prevent all this — Stiike 
while the iron is hot.— This prie(t is the luckieſt part of 
our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

4 Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be fo 
| fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, neceſſity has no law; the lady may 
be in diſtreſs. Well, if the plot lies as I ſuſpect—! 
muſt put on the gentleman, »—— But here comes the 
doctor; I ſhall be rcady. [ Exig: 


[ Enter FoicarD. 


| F:ig. Sauve you, noble friend. | 

Aim. O Sir, your ſervant : pray, doctor, may I crave 
your name? 

F:ig, Fat naam is upon me? my naam is Foigard, joy, 

Aim. Foigard! A very good name for a clergyman. 
Pray, doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland ? 

Foig. Ireland! No, joy; fat fort of plaace is dat ſaam 
Ireland? Dey ſay de people are catch'd dere when dey 
are young. 

Aim. And ſome of 'em here when they are old ;—as 
for example—[ Takes Foigard by the ſhoulder. | Sir, I 
arreſf you as a traitor againft the government; you're a 
ſubject of Logland, and this morning ſhew'd me a com: 


A 
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miſſion by which you ſerv'd as chaplain in the French ar- 
my : this is death by our law, and your reverence muſt 
hang for't. | 

Fig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ſtrange new 
you tell me, Fader Foigard a ſubject of England ! de 
ſon of a burgomaſter of Bruſſe!s a ſubject of England! 
Uboboo 

Aim. The ſon of a bog-trotter in Ireland ; Sir, your 
tongue will condemn you before any bench in the king- 
dom. 

Foig. And is my tongue all yoor evidenſh, joy? 

Aim. That's enough. 

Foig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpak: Engliſh no 
more. 

Aim. Sir, T have other evidence. — Here, Martin, 
you know this fellow. 


Enter ARCHER, 


Arch. in a brogue.) Saave you, my dear cuſſen, how 
docs your health? 

teig Ah! vpon my foul, dere is my conntryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine. [de.] Mynhere Ich 
wet neat watt hey zacht, Ic Univerſion ewe neat, ſacra- 
ment. 

Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir; this fel- 
low knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your face. 

Foig. Faaſh ! Fey, is dere brogue upon my faaſh too? 

Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere ith, joy. But cuſ- 
ſen Mackſhane, vill you nat put a remembrance upon me? 

Fiig. Mackſhane ! By St Paatrick, dat is my naame 
ſhure enough. LA ſide. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have it. 

Faig. The devil hang you, joy. 
ance are you my cuſſen? 

Arch. O, de devil hang your ſhelf, joy; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 
foſter · moder's ſon was marry'd upon my nurſe's chiſter, 
joy; and fo we are Iriſh cuſſens. 

Foig. De devil taake de relation! Vel, joy, and fat 
ſchool was it ? 

Arch, I think it vas—Aay—'twas Tipperary. 

Fojg. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was a 

I. 
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Aim. That's enough for us. Self-confeſſhon. — 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the hands of the 
next magiſtrate. 

Arch. Ile ſends you to goal, you're try'd next aſſizes, 
and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 

Feig. And is it ſo wid you, cuſſen? 

Arch, It wil be ſho wid you, cuſſen, if you don't im- 
mediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs Gip- 
ſey ——Look'e, Sir, the gallows or the ſecret, take your 
choice. 

Foig. The gallows! Upon my ſhoul I hate that ſhame 
gallows, for it is a difeaſh dat is fatal to our family, 
Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, but Mrs Sullen 
wou'd ſpaak wid the count in her chamber at midnight, 
and dere is no harm, joy, for I am to conduct the count 
to the plaaſh myſelf. 

Arch. As I gusſs'd. 
matter to the count ? 

Fig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right again; why then, doctor, you ſhall con- 
duct me to the lady inſtead of the count. 

Fiig. Fat, my cuſſen to the lady! Upon my ſhoul, 
gra' dat's too much upon de brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, doctor: conſider we have got a 
rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'll 
ſtop your wind-pipe, molt certainly; we ſhall have ano- 
ther job for you in a day or two, I hope, 

Aim. Here's company coming this way; let's iato my 
chamber, and there concert our affairs farther. 

Arch, Come, my dear cuſſen, come along. 

Foig, Arra ! the devil taake our relaſhion. Exeunt. 


Have you communicated the 


Enter Poxirace, HouxnsLow, and BAGSHOT af ene 
door, Giruk r at the oppoſite. 


Gio, Well, gentlemen, tis a fine night for our cnter- 
priſe. 

Hounſ. Dark as hell. 

Bag. ind blows like the devil; our landlord here 
has thew'd us the wonlow where we muſt break in, and 
tells us the plate ſiands in the wainſcet cupdoard 1n the 
parlour. 

F 3 
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Bon. Ay, ay, Mr Bagſhot, as the faying is, Knives. 
and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards. ——— 
There's one tankard, as the ſaying is, that's near upon 
as big as me; it was a preſent to the 'ſquire from his 
god mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaſt, like an 
Eaſt - India ſbip. 

Heunſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the ſtair-head, 

Bon. Yes, Mr Hounſlow, as the ſaying is. At 
one end of the gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 
22 and, at the other, Mrs Sullen.— As for the 

uire 

Tis. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half ſcas over already. But ſuch a 
parcel of ſcoundrels are got about him there, that, i'gad, 
I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. 

Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is.—Gentlemen, 
you muſt ſet out at one. 

Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſhot ſee our arms 
ix'd and I']] come to you preſently. | 

Founſ. and Bag. We will. [Exeunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
is a coward. 

an A chicken, as the ſaying is. 
creature to deal with but the ladies, 

Ci And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great deal 
of addreſs and good manners in robbing a lady; I am 
the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travelled the 
road—Bur, my dear Bonny, this prize will be a gaileon, 
a Vigo buſineſs, I warrant you we ſhall bring off 
three or four thouſand pound. 

Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the faying is, 
you may. 

Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thce; I'll get up to 
town, ſell off my horſe and arms, buy myſelf ſome 
pretty employment in the Jaw, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſt as e'er a long gown of cm all. 

Bou. And what think you then of my daughter Cherry 
for a wife? 

Gi5. Look'e, my dear Bonny—Cherry is ze goddeſs 
J adere. as th. , goes; but it is a maxim, that man 
and wile {hcul! never beve it in heir power to hang one 

another; 


You'll have no 


| 
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another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have mercy upon 
em both, [ Exeunt, 


. SCENFE. I. 
SCENE continues. [ Knocking without. J 


Enter BONIFACE, 


BoxI1FACE. 


82 coming. — A coach and ſix foaming horſes 
at this time o'night! Some great man, as the ſay- 
ing is, for he ſcorns to travel with other people. 


Euter Sir CHARLES FREEMAN. 


Sir Cha. What, fellow! A public houſe, and a- bed, 
when other people ſleep ? 

Bon. Sir, I a'n't a-bed, as the ſaying is. 

Sir Char. I fee that, as the ſaying is! Is Mr Sullen's 
family a bed, think'e ? 

Bon. All but the *ſquire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying is, 
he's in the houſe. 

Sir Cha. What company has he ? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the conſtable, Mr Gage the 
exciſeman, the hunch-back'd barber, and two or three 
other gentlemen. 


Sir Cha. I find my ſiſter's letters gave me the true 
picture of her ſpouſe. 


Euter SULLEN drunk. 


Bon. Sir, here's the quite. 

Sul. The puppies left me aſleep— Sir. 

Sir Cha. Well, Sit. 

Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate man——1 have three 
thouſand pound a year, and can't get a man to drink 
a cup of ale with me. 

Sir Char. That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir. — And unleſs you have pity upon me, 
and ſmoke one pipe wit” , I muſt e'en go home to my 
vife, and 1 h.d rather go io the devil by half. 

Sir Cha. 
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Sir Cha. But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your wife 
to-night, ſhe Il be gone to bed —— you don't uſe to lie 
with your wife in that pickle ? 

Sul. What! not lie with my wife ? Why, Sir, do you 
take me for aa athieſt, or a rake ? 

Sir Cha. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
he from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, friend. But I am a juſtice of 
peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. 

Sir Cha Law! As I take it, Mr Juſtice, no body ob- 
ſerves law for law's ſake, only for the good of thote for 
whom it was maGe. 

Sul. But if the law orders me to ſend you to goal, 
you muſt lie there, my friend. 

Sir Cha. Not unleſs I commit a crime to deſerve it, 

Saul. A crime! Oons, a'n't | marry'd ? 

Sir Cha. Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, you- 
maſt diſown it for a law. 

Saul. Eh!—TI muſt be acquainted with you, Sir, —But 
Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth of this matter. 

Sir Cha. Truth, Sir, is a profound ſca, and few there 
be that dare wade deep cncugh to find out the bottom 
oa't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of your under- 
ſtanding may'nt be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, | have nothing to ſay to your ſea of 
truth; but if a good parcel of land can entitle a man to 
a little truth, I have as much as any he in the county. 

Box. 1 never heard your Worſhip, as the ſayiog is, 
talk ſo much before. 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man that I lik'd before, 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me atk you one 
queſtion ; are not man and wife one fleſh? 

Sir Cha. You and your wife, Mr Guts, may be one 
fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe.—Burt rational crea- 
tures have minds thai mult be united. 

Sul. Minds ! 

Sir Cha, Ay, minds, Sir: don't you thiak that the 
mird takes place of the ody? 

Saul. In ſome people. 

Sir Cha, Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be con- 
ſuited before that of his ſervant. 

Sul. 


„a v. The BEAUX STRATAGEM. 65 


Sal. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow, —Oons, 
I always thought that we were naturally one, 

Sir Cha. Sir, | know that my two hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the actions of life; but 1 cou'd 
not ſay ſo much it they were always at cuffs, 

Sul. Thea 'tis plain that we are two, 

Sir Cha. Why don't you part with her, Sit? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir ? 

Sir Cha. With all my heart. 

Szl. You ſhail have her to-morrow morning, and a 
veniſon paſty into the bargain. 

Sir Cha. You'll let me have her fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, 1 have no quarrel to her 
fortune. L oaly hate the woman, Sir, and none but 
the woman ſhall go. 

Sir Cha. But her fortune, Sir 

Sal. Can you play at whilt, Sir? 

Sir Cha. No, truly, Sir, 

Sal. Nor at all fours ? 

Sir Cha. Neither, 

Sul. Oons ! where was this man bred ? [Vide ] Burn 
me, Sir, | can't go home, tis but two o'clock. 

Sir Cha. For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe. —But 
you muſt conſider *tis late, 

Sul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, Sir [ Exeunt. 


Enter CRzRRY, runs acroſs the flage and knocks at 
Aimwell's chamber door. Enter A1MWELL in his 
nightcap aud gown. 


Aim. What's the matter ? you tremble, child, you're 
frighted ! 

Cher. No wonder, Sir. —But in ſhort, Sir, this very 
minute a gang of rogues are gone to rob my Lady Boun- 
tiful's houſe. 

Aim. How! 

Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very door, and left em break · 
ing in. 

Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the news? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, JI wanted to have diſcover'd the 
an plot, and twenty other things, to your man Mar- 
tin; 
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tin; but I have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and can't find 
him ; where 1s he ? 

Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me immediate. 
ly to the houſe ? 

Cher. With all my heart, Sir ; my Lady Bountiful is 
my godmother, and I love Mrs Dorinda fo well — 

Aim. Dorinda ! the name inſpires me, the glory and 
the danger ſhall be all my own,---Come, my lite, let me 
but get my ſword. LExcunt. 


SCENE charges to the bed chamber, in Lady Boun- 
tiful's houſe, 


Enter Mrs SULLES, and DorixDa, undre/s'd; a tall: 
and lights. 


Dor. Tis very late, fiſter ; no news of your ſpouſe 
yet ? 
* Mrs Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards 


four, and then perhaps I may be executed with his com- - 


pany, 455 
Der. Well, my dear, I'll leave you to your reſt; 
you'll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs Sul. I dou't know what to do; hey-ho ! 

Dor. That's a deſiring ſigh, filter. 

Mrs Sul. This is a languithing hour, ſiſter. 

Dzr. And might prove a critical minute it the pretty 
fellow were here. 

Mr Sul. Here? what, in my bed-chamber, at two 
o'clock iꝰ th' morning, | undreſs'd, the family aſlecp, my 
hated huſband abroad, and my lovely fellow at my feet 
O gad, ſiſter! 

Dor. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow you. 
So, my dear, good night. [Exit, 

Mrs Sul. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda. 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride- 
groom, [¶ Here Archer fteals out of the cleſet] with tongue 
enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploring. { Turns 


a little on one ſide, and ſees Archer in the poſture ſhe de- 


ſeribet.] Ah! [Shrieks and runs ts the other fide of the 
ffage.] Have my thoughts rais'd a ſpirit ?— What are 
you, dir, a man or a devil? 

Arch. 


if 


* 
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Arch. A man, a man, Madam. [ Riſing. 

A Sul. How ſhall 1 be ſure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you demonſtration this miaute. 

[ Takes her hand, 

Mrs Sul, What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs Sul. In the name of wonder, whence came you ? 

Arch. From the ſkies, Madam, I'm a Jupiter in 
love. and you ſhall be my Alcmena. 

Mrs Sul. How came you in? 

Arch. | flew in at the window, Madam ; your couſin 
Cupid lent me his wings, and your ſiſter Venus open'd 
the caſement, 

Ars Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with admiration. 

Arch, And TI with wonder. { Lezks paſſionately at 
ter.] How beauriful ſhe looks | the teeming jolly 
ſpring imiles in her blooming face, and when ſhe was 
conceriv'd, her mother ſmelt to roſes, look'd on lilies — 


Lilies unfold their white their fragrant charms, 
When the warm ſun thus darts into their arms. 
[ Runs 19 her. 


Mr, Sul. Ah! T| Shrieks.} 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll raiſe 
the houſe. 

Mrs Sul. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I bear this, 
Your impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. If this be imipudence, Meet. ] I leave to your 
partial ſelf; no pautirg piigrin, after a tedious painful 
voyage, cer bow d before his faint with more devorion. 

Mrs Sul Now., row, i'm ruin'd if he kneels, [de. 
Riſe, thou proftrate cnginecr, not all thy endermining 
fill ſhall reach my heart. Rife, and know I am a vo- 
man without my ſex; I can love to all the terderneſs of 
withes, ſighs, and tears. but go no farther. 
Still to convince you that I'm more than woman, I can 
ſpeak my frailty, coofels ny weaknets even for you. 
* 

Arch. For me! (Going io luy hold on her. 

Mrs Sul. Hold, Sir, bus! not upon that for my 
molt mortal lated follows, if you diſcbey what I com- 


mand 
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mand you now Leave me this minute, — If he 
denics, i'm loft, [ ide. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

Mrs Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When thall 1 come ? 

Mrs Sul. To mortow, when you will, 

Arch. Your lips mult ſcal the promite. 

Mrs Sul. Pſhaw! 

Arch, They muſt, they muſt, [Ai et ber.] Raptures 
and paradiſe ! and why not now, my angel ? The time, 
the place, ſilence and ſecrecy, all conſpire, ——And the 
now conſcicus ſtars have pre-ordained this moment for 
my happineſs. [ Takes her in his arms. 

Mrs Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure, | 

Arch. If the fun rides faſt, and diſappoints not mor- 
tals of to-morrow's dawn, this night ſhall crown my joys, 

Mr, Sul. You ſhall kill me firſt. 

Arch. Ill die with you. Carrying ber off. 

Mr. Sul. Thieves, thieves, murder 


Enter SCRUB in his breeches, and one oe. 


Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery ! 

Arch. Ha! the very timorous Rag will kill in rutting» 
time. [ Dranvs, aud fers to [tab Scrub. 

Scrub. kneeling.] O pray, Sir, ſpare all 1 have, and 
take my life. 

Ars Sul. holding Archers bard. } What does the fel- 
low mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your knees, your mar- 
row bones He's orc of tem. 

Ars Sul. Of whom? | 

ruh. One of the rogues beg your pardon, one 
of the honeſt gentlemen that juſt now arc broke into the 
houſe. 

Arch. How! 

Ars Sul. I hope vou did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed, I did, „adam; but I we'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha' fpar*d ; but 
Your crying thicves, has wak'a titus Creaming fool, and 
10 he takes 'em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted ! tis granted, Sir; take all we bare. 

1 Hrs 
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Mrs Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 

of Bedlam. 

grub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the houſe 
with fire and ſword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll be 
here this minute, 

Arch. What, thieves ! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think fo, 

Mrs Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir ? 

Arch. Madam, I with your Ladyſhip a good vight. 

Mrs Sul. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal hatred ? 

Mrs Sul. Nay but, pray, Sir— {Takes hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! now comes my turn to be raviſh'd, 
You ſee, Madam, you muſt uſe men one way or o- 
ther; but take this by the way, good Madam, that none 
but a fool will give you the benefit of his courage, unleſs 
you'll take his love along with it. How are they 
arm'd friend ? | 

Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, Sir. 

Arch. Haſh I ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro” the 
gallery. Madam, be affur'd I will protect you, or 
loſe my life. 

Mrs Sul. Yo.” life ! no, Sir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that I value half ſo much ; therefore now, Sir, let 
me entreat you to be gone. 

Arch, No, Madam, I'll confult my own ſafety for 
the ſake of yours; I'll work by ſtratagem: have you 
courage enough to ſtand the appearance of 'em? 

Mrs Sul. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcap'd your hands, I 
can face any ching. 

Areh. Come hither, brother Scrub, don't you know 
me? 

Scrub. Eh! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 


1 Kiſſes \ rcher, 


Arch, This way. —TlHere 
[Archer and Scrub Jide behind the bed. 


Enter Gisgzr, with a dark lanthcrn in one hand, ard 
a piſtol in t'cther. 


Gib Ay, ay, this is the thamber, and the lacy alone. 
G Mrs 


70 The BE AUX STRATAGEM. Aa v. 


Mrs Sul. Who are you, Sir ? What wou'd you have? 
D'ye come to rob me ? 

Gib. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you make 
a noiſe, I'll ſhoot you thro' the head: but don't be a- 
fraid, Madam. [ Laying his lanthorn and piſtol upon the 
table.) Theſe rings, Madam ; don't be concern'd, Ma- 
dam; I have a profound reſpe& for you, Madam; your 
keys, Madam ; don't be frighted, Madam, I'm the moſt 
of a gentleman: [| Searching her pockets.) This neck- 
lace, Madam; I never was rude to any lady !——1 have 
a vene tation for this necklace 
[Here Archer having come round, and ſeiz'd the piſtol, 

takes Gibbet by the collar, trips up his heels, and claps 

the piſtol to his breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward of 
thy ſacrilege. 

Gib. Oh ! pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 

Arch. How many is there of 'em, Scrub ? 

Scrub. Five-and-forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then 1 muſt kill the villain, to have him out of 
the way. | 

Gib. Hold! hold ! Sir; we are but three, upon my 
honour. 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 

Scrub Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gipſey's chamber, there you'll find the 
doctor; bring him hither preſently. [Ex it. Scrub run- 
uing.] Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 

Cib. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the government 
has provided a chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe oc- 
caſions. | 

Mrs Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: — you fright me 
as much as him. 

Arch. The dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the occa- 
ſion of my diſappointment. — Sirrah, this moment is 
your laſt. 


G5. Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare my 
life, 


Arch. Have you no more, raſcal ? 
Gi, Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but I 
muſt relerve two of em to ſave my life at the Seſſions. 
Enter 
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Enter Scxus and Foicard. 


Arch. Here, Doctor: I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him: Lay hold of him. 

[ Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet. 

Cib. What! turn'd over to the priett already. —— 
Look'ee, Doctor, you come before your time; I an't 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. | 

Feig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body and 
your ſhoul too; I will make you a good Catholic, and 
give you an abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a pardon, 
Doctor? 

Foig. No, joy. 

Gib, Then you and your abſolution may go to the 
devil. . 

Arch, Convey him into the cellar; there bind him: 
———take the piſtol, and if he offers to cefitt, ſhoot him 
thro* the head and come back to us with all the ſpeed 
you can. | 

Mrs Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam. [ Shrieking without. ] 
*'Sdeath ! the rogues are at work with the other ladies: 
I'm vex'd I parted with the piſtol ; but I muſt fly to 
their aſhſtance.— Will you ſtay here, Madam, or venture 
yourſelf with me ? 

Mrs Sul. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

[T akes him by the arm and exꝛunt. 


SCENE changes to ancther Apartment in the houſe. 


Enter HouxnsLow dragging in Lady Bouxrirur, and 


Bacs#oT hauling in DoxixpA; the rogues with 
fewords drawn, 


Hun, Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman, 


Enter AI1MWELL. 


Jim. Turn this way, villains ; I darſt engage an army 
in ſuch a cauſe. LHe engages them both, 
G 2 | Enter 
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Enter AxchtfR and Mrs SuLLEN. 


Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every man his bird, 
pray. [They engage man to man; the rogues arg 
thrown down and diſarm'd. 
Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 
Aint. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your garter, 
To Nr; Sullen, who ftands by him, 
Alrs Sal. The devil's in this fellow : be tights, loves, 
and banters, all in a breath.—Here's a cord that the 
rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 
Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to hang 
himfſelt, Come, my Lord—this is but a ſcandalous 
ſort of an office, ( Binding the rogues together, 


Euler SChvus, 


Well, Scrub, have you ſecur'd your Tartar ? 

Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the prieft and him diſputing a- 
bout religion, 

Aim. And pray, cerry theſe gentlemen to neap the 
benefit of the controverſy. 

[Delivers the friſe ners 12 Scrub, avbo leads em out. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſsful 
in your adventures than the houlebreakers, 

Arch. No matter for my adventure, yours is the prin- 
cipal. Preſs her this minute to marry you now 
while ſhe's hurried between the palpitation of her fear, 
and the } joy of her deliverance, now while the tide of her 
ſpirits is at high flood; throw yourſelf at her feet, 
ſpeak ſome romantic nonſenſe or other ; —contound her 
| ſafes, bear down her reaſon, and away with her : 
the prieft is now in the cellar, and Gares not refuſe to do 
the work. 


Enter La) BouxTirur. 


Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd ? 
Arch. You a lover, and not find a way to get off— 
Let me ſee 
Aim, You bleed, Archer, 


Arch, 
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Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will do the 
buſineſs. —I'll amuſe the old lady and Mrs Sullen about 
dreſſing my wound, while you carry off Dorinda. 

L. Bonn. Gentlemen, cou'd we underitand how you. 
wou'd be gratiſied for the ſervices | 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no tine for 
compliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 

L. Boun. and Mrs Sul. How ! wounded ! 

Dor. I hope Sir you have received no hurt? 

Aim. None, but what you may cure 

[ Wakes love in dumb ſhew, 

L. Bun. Let me ſee your arm, Sir. —I muſt have 
ſome powder- ſugar to ſtop the blood. O me ! an ugly 
gh upon my word; Sir, you mult go into bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a bed wou'd do very well, 
Madam, {[ T2 I Sullen.] will you do' me the favour to 
conduct me ro a chamber ? 

L. Boun. Do, do, daughter ——while I get ihe lint, 
and the probe, and plaiſter ready. 

[ Runs cut one way, Aimwell carries of Dor. „ ther. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't vou ob-y t mo- 
ther's commands ? 

Mrs Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
confidence to aſk me? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can vou, after 
what is paſt, have the confidence to deny m 
Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, add my life 
expos'd for your proteGion? Look'e, Maden, I'm 
none of your romantic fools, that fight giants and mon- 
ſters for nothing; my valour is downright Swiſs; I am a 
ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid, 

Mrs Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid me: 
with your ſervices 

Arch, * is ungeacrous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward "em. 

Mrs Sul. How! at the expence of my honour ? 

Arch. Honour | Cin honour conſiſt with ingratitude ? 
If you wou'd deal like 4 woman of honour, do like a man 
of honour ; Dye han I wou'd deny you in ſuch a 
calz ? 


G2 Tutte! 
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Enter Girs Ex. 


Giz Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your brother is below at the gate. 

rs Sul. My brother! Heavens. be prais'd :—Sir, he 
ſha!! thank you for your ſervices ; he has it in his power, 

Arch. Who is your brother, Mydam ? 

/ilrs Sul Sir Charles Freeman :—you'll excuſe me, 
Sir | muſt go and receive him, 

Arch. dir Charles Freeman ! *Sdeath and hell !—my 
old acquaintance Now, unleſs Aimwe!l has made good 


uſe o his time, all our fair machine goes ſouſe into the 
fea, like an Ediſtone, [ Exit, 


SCENE changes io the Callery in the ſame beuſe. 
Eater ArMwELL and DoriNDA. 


D:r. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd ; your 
late generous ation will, I hope, plead for my eaſy. 
yielding : though, I muſt own, your Lordſhip had a 
friend in the fort before. 

Aim. The ſweets of Hybla'dwell upon her tongue 
—— | Here, Doctor | 


Enter FoiGarD with a 50h, 


Feig. Are you prepar'd boat? 

Der. I'm ready: but fuſt, my Lord, one word. 
{ have a frightful-example of-a haſty marriage in my own 
family; when I refle& upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, my. 
Lord, confider a little 
1 Aun. Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or my 
ove ? 

Der. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as brave. 
—And were your whole ſex drawn out for me to chuſe, 
I ſhou'd not caft a look upon the multitude if you were 
abſent.—But, my Lord, I'm a woman; colours, con- 
cealments may hide a thouſand faults in me.—Therefcre 
know rae better firſt; 1 hardly dare affirm I knew my- 
ſelf in any thing except my love. 

Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injure ! J find myſelt- 
upeceal to the. tail; of. villaia z ſhe his gaia'd my ſoul, 


and 
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and made it honeſt like her own. I cannot hurt her. 
[ 1fide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, be- 
hold your lover and your proſelyte, and judge of my paſ- 
fron by my converſion. I'm all a lie, nor dare I give 
a fiction to your arms; I'm all a counterfeit, except my 
paſhon. 

Dor. Forbid it, Heaven! A counterfeit ! 

Aim. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come with. 
a mean, a ſcandalous deſign, to prey upon your fortune: 
but the beauti:s of your mind and perſon have ſo won 
me from myſelf, that, like a truſty ſervant, I prefer the 
iatereſt of my miſtreſs to my own. 

Dor. Sure I have had the dream.of ſome poor mari- 
ner, a ſleeping image of a welcome port, and wake in: 
volv'd in ſtorms. ——Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurp'd, but 
ſtranger to his honour or his fortune. 


Dor. Matchleſs honeſty !—Once I was proud, Sir, of | 


your wealth and title, but now. am. prouder that you 


want it. Now I can ſhew, my love was juſtly levell'd, 


and had no aim but love. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foi1GARD at one door, GirPsEY. at another, whe. 


whiſpers Dok Ix DA. 


Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir. 
You muſt excuſe me.— I'll wait on you preſently, 
[ Exit with Gipſey. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is fooliſh, [ Exit. 
Aim. Gone! and bid the prieſt depart, — It has an 
ominous look. 


Enter ARCHER, 


Arch, Courage, Tom.——- Shall I wiſh you joy? 

Aim. No. | 

Arch. Oons! man, what ha' you been doing? 

Aim. O Archer, my honeſty, I fear, has ruin' d me. 

Arch. How! 

Aim. | have diſcover'd myſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd ! And without my conſent ? What 
Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bottom 
with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my partner- 


ig? 
Aim. 
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Aim. O Archer, I own my fault. 

. Arch. After conviction— Tis then too late for par- 
don. You may remember, Mr Aimwell, that you 
propos'd this folly.— As you begun, ſo end it —Hence- 
forth I'll hunt my fortune ſingle. So farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 

Arch. Stay ! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at. No, I wou'd ſooner change conditions 
with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now bound, than: 
bear one ſcornful ſmile from. the proud knight that once 
I treated as my equal. 

Aim. What knight? 

- Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the lady that I 
had almoſt But no matter for that; *'tis a curſed: 
night's work, and ſo I leave you to make tbe beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman One word, Archer. Still I have 
_ methought ſhe receiv'd my. confeſſion with plea- 

ure. 

Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 

Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 
been. 

Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


Euler Dok ix pA, mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord I fly with impaticnce to 
your arms. — The minute of my abſence was a tedious 
year, Where's this prieſt ? 


Enter FoicazD. 


Arch. Oons, a brave gitl ! 
Der. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this gentleman is privy. to 
war affairs ? | | | 

Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your father. 

Der. Come, prieft, do your office. 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple em any way. 
[Takes Aimwell's Sand.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
vou 

Dor. My mind's alter'd; I won't. 

Arch. Eh | 

Aim. I'm confounded. 


Foig. 
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Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſo is my ſhelf. Exit. 

Arch, Whet's the matter now, Madam ? 

Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous action deſerves ano- 
ther. —This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to hide no- 
thing from me; my jultice engages me to conceal nothing 
from him: in ſhort, Sir, you are the perſon that you 
thought you counterfeited ; you are the true Lord Viſ- 
count Aimwell, and I wiſh your Lordſhip joy. Now, 
prieſt, you may be gone; it my Lord is now pleas'd with 
the match, let his Lordſhip marry me in the face of rhe 
world. 

Aim, Archer, what does ſhe mean? * 

Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 


Enter Sir CuartEs and Mrs SULLEN, 


Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you joy. 

Aim. Of what ? 

Sir Ch, Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before I left London; and all your friends 
have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the re{t I did my- 
ſelf the honour. 

Arch. Hark'e, Sir knight, don't you banter now ? 

Sir Ch. Tis truth, upon my honour. 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant ſtars that form'd this 
accident, 

Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought it 
forth; away with it. 

Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to the 
prize [Taking Dorinda“ Hand. 

Arch, And double thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I with you joy. My Lady, I wiſh 
you joy.—Igad, Sir Freeman, you're the honefteſt fel- 
low living. 'Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely airy upon 
this matter. — My Lord, how d'ye ?—A word, my 
Lord ; don't you remember ſomething of a previous a- 
greement that entitles me to the moiety of this lady's 
fortune, which, I thiak, will amount to five thouſand 
pounds ? 

Aim. Not a penny, Archer: you wou'd ha' cut my 
throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this lady. 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cxt your throat ſtill, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. 

Aim. 


* 
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Aim. That's what | expect; and, to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is ten thouſand pounds; we'll divide 
ſtakes ; take the ten thouſand pounds, or the lady. 

Der. How! Is your Lordſhip fo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
well that I'll take the money; I leave you to his Lord- 
ſhip, and fo we're both provided for, ; 


Enter FoiGarD. 


Foig. Arra fait, de people do ſay you be all robb'd, 
joy ! 
; "i The ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. 

Fig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too, 

Aim. Our inn! by whom? 

Faig. Upon my ſhalwation, our Jandlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid de money. 


Arch. Robb'd bimfe!f ! 

Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred pounds, 

Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pounds ! 

Foig. Yes fait, honey, that I did owe to him. 

Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. 

Arch. Rot the money, my wench is gone. 
vous guelgue choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry ? 


Enter a FeLLow with a flrong box and a letter. 


Fell. Is there one Martin here ? 
Arch. Ay, ay who wants him ? 
Fell. IJ have a box here and a leiter for him. 


Savez- 


Arch. taking the box] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? Le- 


gerdemain! By this light, my Lord, our money again. 
But this unfolds the riddle, [Opening the letter, reads. 


Hum, hum, bum-——O, tis for the public good, and 


muſt be communicated to the company. 

Mr Martin, my father, being afraid of an impeach- 
ment by the rogues that are taken to-night, is gone 
off; but if you can procure him a pardon, he'll make 
« great diſcoveries that may be uſeful to the country. 
Could I have met you inſtead of your maſter to-night, 
* IL wou'd have delivered myſelf imo your hands, with 
%a ſum that much exceeds that in your ſtrong box, 
which I have ſent you, with an aſſurance to my dear 


Martin, 


fl 


'T 
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« Martin, that I ſhall ever be his moſt faithful friend 
« till death, 
Cutrrny Bos tracz.“ 


There's a billet-doux for you. — As for the father, 
I think he ought to be encouraged; and for the daugh- 


ter pray, my Lord, rſuade your bride to take her 
into her ſervice inſtead 10 Gipley. 

Aim. I can afſure you, Madam, your deliverance was 
owing to her diſcovery. 

Dor. Your command, my Lord, will do without the 
obligation. [I'll rake care of her. 

Sir Ch, This good company meets opportunely in fa- 
vour of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate ſiſter: 
I intend to part her from her huſband.— Gentlemen, will 
you aſſiſt me? 

Arch. Aſſiſt you ! 'Sdeath, who wou'd not? 

Feoig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all asthiſt, 


Enter SULLEN. 


Sul. What's all this ?—They tell me ſpouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. 

Mrs Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near it 
had not theſe two gentlemen iaterpos'd. 

Sul. How came theſe gentlemen here ? 

Mrs Sul. That's his way of returning thanks, you mult 
know. 

Fig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion be a- 
propo tor all dat. 

Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, Sir, that you weld 
deliver your lady to me this morning. 

Sul. Humph! 

Arch, Humph ! What do you mean by bumph? —— 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her. In ſhort, Sir, we have 
lav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, we'll 
unbind the rogues, join with 'em, and fer fire to your 
houſe. —— What does the man mean? Nat part with his 
wife! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife ! Upon my ſhoul, 
de man doſh not underſtand common ſhivility. 

Mrs Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt move 
by conſeat ; compulſion would ſpoil us: let my dear and 
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I talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge it between us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our judges;— 
Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 
way your wife. 

Sul. And you, good Sir ? 

Aim. Thomas Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away 
your ſiſter. 

Sul. And you, pray, Sir? 

Arch, Francis Archer, Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away my mother, I hope. Gentle. 
men, you're heartily welcome; I never met with three 
more obliging people ſince I was born.— And now, my 
dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 

Arch, And the laſt, for five pounds. [ Afade, 

Mr: Sul. Spouſe. 

Sul. Rib. 

Ars Sul. How long have you been married? 

Sul. By the almanack, fourteen months; but by 


my account, fourteen years. 


Mrs Sul. Tis thereabout by my reckoning. 

Fiig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree. 

Mrs Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for? 

Sul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 

Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded? 

Sul. No, 

Arch. The condition fails of his ſide.— Pray, Ma- 
dam, what did you marry for ? 

Mie Sul. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by the 
ſtrength cf his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an agreea- 
ble ſociety. 

Sr Ch. Are your cxpeCations anſwer's ? 

Hrs Sud. No. 

Feig. Arra, honeys, a clear caaſe, a cluar caaſe! 

Sir Ch. What are the bars to your mutval content- 
ment? 

Mr. Sul. In the firſt place I can't drick ale with him. 

Sul. Nor can I drink tea with ler. 

Mrs Sul. I can't hunt with you. 

Su. Nor can I dance with you. 

Alrs Sal. J hate cocking and racing. 

Sul. And I abbor ombre and piequet. | 

I Nr. Sul. 
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Mrs Sul. Your ſilence is intolerable. 


Sul. Your prating is worſe. 

Mrs Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence te 
each other a gnawing vulture at the heart? 

Sul. A frightful goblin to the fight. 

Drs Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 

Sul. Perpetual wormwood to the taſte. 

Mrs Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree in? 

Sul. Yes to part, 

Mrs Sul. With all my heart. 

Sul. Your hand. 

Mrs Sul. Here. | 
Sul. Theſe bands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us, — 
Away x 

Mrs Sul, North. 

Sul. South. 

Mrs Sul. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt; far as the poles aſunder. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr Sullen, there wants only my ſiſter's 
fortune to make us eaſy. 

Sul. Sir Charles, you love your ſiſter, and I love her 
fortune ; every one to his fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't retund. 

Sul. Not a ſtiver. 

Arch. What is her portion? 

Sir Ch. Ten thouſand pounds, Sir. 

Arch. I'll pay it. My Lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us 
all.—For Captain Gibbet, in his walk, has made bold, 
Mr Sullen, with your ſtudy and eſcritore, and has taken 
out all the writings of your eſtate, all the articles of mar- 
riage with your lady, bills, bonds leaſes, receipts, to an 
infinite value; I took em from him, and I deliver them 
to Sir Charles, | 

[Gives him a parcel of papers and parchments, 

Sul. How, my writings! My head aches conſumedly. 
Well, gentlemen, you ſhall have her fortune, but I can't 
talk : If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be merry, and 
celebrate my ſiſter's wedding, and my divorce, you may 

commaad 
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command my houſe But my head aches conſumedly. 


Scrub, bring me a dram. 
Arch. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the cou- 


ple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 


happineſs, and the ether in their deliverance from an ex- 
perienc'd miſery, 


Both happy in their feveral ſtates we find : 
Theſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, faves the lawyer's fee ; 
Conſent is law enough to ſet you free. 

[Exeunt omnes, 


EPILOGUE. 


— — 


— — 


r II 


Deſigned to be ſpoke in the Beaux SrRAT ASEM. 


F to our play your judgment can't be kind, 
Let its expiring author pity find ; 
Survey its mournſul caſe with melting eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damn'd before he dies. 
Forbear, ye Fair, on his laſt ſcene to frown, 
But his true exit with a plaudit crown ;; 
Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
The dread/ul knell, while your applauſe he hear. 
At Leuctra /o the congu ring Theban dy'd, 
Claim'd his friends praiſes, but their tears deny'd : 
Pleas'd in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with loſs of life but cheaply bought. 


The difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, 


As brave, though not ſo gay as Serjeant Kite: 

Ye fors of Will's, what's that 10 mw who write ? 
To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his bays ; 

Tou may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, 

Since yours is greater than Athenian praiſe. 


, 
; 


